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The Man of HONOU R; 


| | Occaſioned by a Poſtſcript of Per's Letter. 


O T all the Threats or Favours of a Crown, 
| A Princes Whiſper, or a Tyrants Frown, 
| Can awe the Spirit, or aure the Mind 
Of him, who to ſtrift Honour is enclin'd ; To 
| Though all the Powp and Pleaſure that does wait ) . 
; On publick Places, and Afﬀairs of Srate, 5 
+ Shou'd fondly court him to be baſe and great: py” 
With even Paſſions, and with ſettled Face, | 4 
| He wou'd remove the Harlots falſe Embrace : 4 
' Tho? all the Storms and Tempeſt ſhould ariſe, 
{ That Church- Magicians in theif Cells deviſe, 
| And from their ſettled Baſis Nations tear, 
> 'He wou'd unmov'd the mighty Ruin bear ; 
& {SECUre In Innocence contema 'em all, 
| {And decently array'd in Honours, fall. 2 on 
For this brave Shrewsbury and Lyumly's Name, 
Shall ſtand the foremoſt in the Liſt of Fame ; 
V ho firſt with ſteady Minds the Current broke, 
\nd to the ſuppliant Monarch boldly ſpoke. 
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Great Sir, renown'd for Conſtancy, how juſt 
Have we obey'd the Crown, and ferv'd our 'Truſt, | 
Efpous'd your Cauſe and Interef in diſtreſs, , 
Your (elf muſt witneſs, and our Foes confeſs ! 
Permit uz then 47 Fortune to accuſe, 


That you at laſt unhappy Councils ule, 
And ask the only thing we mutt refuſe. 
Our Lives and Fortunes freely we'll expoſe, 
Honour alone we cannot, muſt not loſe : 
Honour, that Spark of the Celeſtial Fire, 
That above Nature makes Mankind aſpire ; 
Ennobles the rude Paſſions of our Frame, 
With thirſt of Glory, and deſire of Fame :; 
The richeſt Treaſure of a generous Brealit, 
That gives the Stamp and Standard to the reſt, 
Wit, Strength and Courage, are wild dangerous force, 
Unleſs this ſoftens and directs their Courle ; 
And would you rob us of the nobleſt part, 
Accept a Sacrifice without a Heart ? 
*Tis much beneath the Greatneſs of a Throne, 
To take the Casket when the Fewel's gone ; 
Debauch our Prixciples, corrupt our Race,. 
And teach the Nobles to be Falſe and Baſe. 
W hat Confidence can you in them repoſe, 4 
Who, e're they ſerve you, all their Yalae loſe ; | 
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Who once enſlave their Conſcience to their Luf?, . 
Have loſt the: Reins, and can no more be Zr. $ 
Of Honour, Men at firit, ike Women Nice, 4 


Raiſe Maiden-Scruples at uoprattis'd Vice ; 

Their »odeſt Nature curbs the ſtrugling Flame, 
And ſtifles what thcy wiſh to at, with Shame. 

But oncethis Fence throwndown, when they perceive 
That they may taſte forbidden Fruit and_hve ; 


They 
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Miſcellany POEMS. > 
They ſtopnot here their Courſe, but ſafely in, 
Grow Strong, Luxuriant, and bold in Sin ; 

True to no Principles, preſs forward ſtill, 

And only bound by appetite their Will : 

Now fawn and flatter, while this Tide prevails, 
But ſhift with every vecring blaſt their Sails. 

Mark thoſe that meanly truckle to your Power, 
They once deſerted and chang'd ſides before, \ 

And would to morrow Mahomet adore ! 

On higher Springs true Men of Honour move, 
Free is their Service, and unbought their Love : 
When Danger calls, and Honour leads the way, 
With Joy they follow, and with Pride obey : 
When the Rebellious Foe came rolling on, 

And ſhook with gathering Multitudes the Throne; 
Where were the Minions then 2 What Arms, what 

(Force, 

Cou'd they oppoſe to ſtop the Torrents Courle ? 

Then Pembrook, then the Nobles firmly ſtood, 
Free of their Lives, and laviſh of their Blood ; 
But when your Orders to mean Ends decline, 
With the ſame Conſtancy they all reſign. 

Thus ſpake the Youth, who opend firſt the way; 
And was the Phoſphorzs to tt? dawning day ; 
Follow'd by a more glorious ſplendid Hoalſt, 

Than any Age, or any Realm can boatt : 

So great their Fame, ſo numerous their Train, 
Toname were endleſs, and to praiſe in vain ; 

But Herbert and great Oxford merit more, 

Bold is their flight, and more ſublime they ſoar ; 

So high, their Virtue as yet wants a name, 

Excceding wonder, and furpaſling Fame : 

Riſe, glorious Church, erect thy radiant Head, 

The Storm is paſt, th* Impending T<mpeſt fled : 

B 2 Had 
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Had Fate decreed thy Ruine or Diſgrace, 

It had not given ſuch Sons, ſo brave a Race. 
When for Deſtrution Heaven a Realm deſigns, 
The Symptoms firſt appear in ſlaviſh Minds : 
Theſe men would prop a ſinking Nations weight, 
Stop falling Vengeance, and Reverie even Fate. 
Let other Nations boaſt their fi uitful Soil, 

Their fragrant Spices, their rich Wine and Oll ; 
In breathing Colours, and in living Paint 

Let them excel, their Maſtery we grant. 

But to inſtrutt the mind, to arm the Soul 

With Virtue, which no dangers can controul; 
Exalt the thought, a ſpeedy Courage lend, 

That Hocrour cannot ſhake, or pleaſure bend : 
Theſe are the Engliſh Arts, theſe 'we profeſs 

To be the ſame in Mis'ry and Succets ; 

To teach Oppreſlors Law, aflitt the good, 

Relieve the Wretched, and ſubdue the Proud : 
Such are our Souls : But what doth Worth avail, 
When Kings commit to' hungry Prieſts the Scale ? 
All Merit's light when they diſpoſe the weight, 
Who either would cmbroil, or rule the tate. 
Defame thoſe Heroes who their Yoke refuſe, 
And. blaſt that Honeſty they cannot uſe ; 

The ſtrength and ſafety of the Crown deſtroy, 
And the King's Power againſt himſelf imploy 7 
Afront his Friends, deprive him of the brave, 
Bereft of theſe he muſt become their Slave, 

Men, hke our Money, come the moſt in play 

For being-baſe, and of a courſe allay. 

The richeſt Medals, aid the pureſt Gold, 

Of native value, and exacteſt mold, 

By worth conceal'd; in private Cloſets ſhine, 
For yulgar uſe too precious and too fine, | 
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Miſcellany POEMS. 5 
Whilſt Tin and Copper with new ftamping bright, 
Coin of baſe Metal, counterfeit and light, 

Do all the Buſineſs of the Nations turn, 

Rais'd in Contempt, us'd and employ'd in Scor: : 
So ſhining Vertues are for Courts too bright, 

W hoſe guilty Actions fly their ſearching hight ; 
Rich in themſelves, diſdaining to aſpire, 

Great without Pomp they willingly retire : 

Give place to Fools, whoſe raſh misjudging ſence 
Increaſes the weak meaſures of their. Prince ; 

Prone to admire, and flatter him-in eaſe, 

They ſtudy not his good, but how to pleaſe ; 
They blindly and implicitly run on, 

Nor ſee thoſe dangers which the others ſhun : 
Who ſlow to att, each buſineſs duly weigh, 
Adviſe with Freedom, and with Care obey ; 

With Wiſdom fatal to their Intereſt ſtrive 

To make their Monarch lov'd, and Nation thrive ; 
Such have ao place where Prieſts and WomenReign, 
V'Vho love fierce Drivers, and a looſer Rein. 


—_ 


The Man 'of no Honour, 


S the late Character of Godlike Men, 
A ( Given, as it ought, by a Diviner Pen ) 
Will make the Race of thoſe I write appear 
Low as to Glorious Valour, wretched Fear ; 
So the ſmooth Lines in which thoſe Truths are told, 


- ( Lines juſtly happy as they're Nobly bold ) 


VVith right from humble Muſes bold Eſteem, 
And ſhow my Verſe as diſtant as my Theam. 


B 3 Forgive 
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Forgive me, you Betrayers of your Land, 

If 1 do ſcourge you with a wantin g Hand ; 

My Will is good to give you all your due, 

'The Pope will pardon want of Power in you. 
Your Aid, my Muſe, this once I humbly ask, 

E xpofing Viilany's a Noble task ; 

Aſſit-my ſtory with ſuch ample Phraſe, 

It may find leave to live and ſee good Days : 

Stamp anEternal Value on the Brave, 

By drawing to the Life a ſneaking Knave ; 

Show him how juſtly he's expos'd by all, 

And ſhow him time may come when he may fall ; 

Show him on what Foundation now he ſtands, 

Show him, inſtead of Rocks, miſtaken Lands ; 

Show him it lately fail'd believing man, 

And will do ſo when time ſhall ſerve again, 

When Oxford Propheſies were come to pals, , 
And many a ſqueamiſh Church-man prov'd an Aſs, : 
Then blockiſh Honeſty was made give ground, | 
And fooliſh Knaves were much more uſeful found ; : 
A ſearch throughout the Senate paſs'd for ſuch, 

(Since Fools would do to find no more 'twas much) 
Vile Intereſt was oppos'd to Men of ſenſe, 

And many from that hour did Rogues commence. 
Beſides, with Gold the deſpicable Slaves, 

Were willingly thoughtFools, they might be Knaves. 
Oftheſe the Chicfa Conſultation call, 

Where they ſhall ſtop, or whether ſtop at all. 

Som? faint Reliftance Conſcience wou'd have made, | 
And Honour wou'd have ſpoke, but was forbad; © 
Intereſt with Impudence. afſum'd the Chair, 
And thus addreſs'd to eacli Plebeian Fool was there: | 

Of all Philoſophers that plagu'd the World, £ 
And curious Brains in various Labyrinths hurl'd, } 
None | 
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None far'd ſo ill, and yet fo juſtly far'd, 


As thoſe Preach'd Vertue for its own Reward ; 

More uſeful Doftrines ſprung from wifer Schools, 
They heard their Morals, and reſolv'd them Fools 
Mark thoſe who ftrive the multitude to pleaſe, 


Nice of their Honour, laviſh of their Eaſe : 

e gazing crowd they humbly ſtand, 
With their perplexing Honeſty at hand, 

They dare not ule the ſtrength they may command. 


How in 


' 


They prove their Grandeur from their humble Soul, 


But he is great who can and dare controul ; 
You'll ſoar above, exhal'd by Princely Rays, 


And with contempt look down on rotten Praiſe ; 


Laugh at dull Notions of a Glorious Name, 

When Beggery's the Baſis of its Frame. 

More uſeful Honour ſhall attend your |ate, 

You ſerve a Power can make you Richand Great, 

VVho ſcorns the Nations Love ſhall live above 
(their Hate. 


; 


Permit no Bugbear thoughts againſt your Cauſe, 


The loſs of your Religion and the Laws, 
Trifles to thoſe who dare their God defy, 
And can with copious Conſciences comply. 
Contemn ye fooliſh Threats of diſtant'1'ye, 
”Tis plain that Honeſty is yet a Crime ; 

If things hereaftcr turn another way, 

You'll ſtill be right, for ſtill you can obey : 


Ne'r fear the Brand of Knave will hurt you much, 
The beſt of Courts will ſtand in need of ſuch ; 


Fools oft grow uſeleſs, and are laid aſide, 
But Knaves of Condutt always will abide : 
Old honeſty ſome poor Employ may get, 
But he that ſticks at nothing ſhall be great, 
The Villain wiſely thrives in every State. 
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Thus 


.$ Miſcetlany PO EMS. 
Thus Intereſt ſpoke, and merits juſt Applauſe, 
The. Judges firſt declar*'d againſt the Laws ; 

Of Levi's Tribe not many went aſtray, 

'{Much wonder at, fince they procur'd this Day) 

But men of Conſcience oft in Judgment fail, 

Miſtaken Loyalty did once preyail, j j 

But ſuch Diſeaſes now no more they ail. 

Become good Chriſtians by AMictons Rod, 

Their King they Honour, but they fear their God. 
Of thoſe that brand their Country with Diſgrace, 

Noble in Title as in Practice baſe, 

Give underhand Pre-eminence of place, 

The ſniveling Repreſenter of the reſt, 

VVho in their Names the Monarch thus addrefſt : 
Moſt Glorious Prince, in whom all Vertues ſhine, 

VVhereevery worth in one great Soul combine ; 

You for your Gracious Deeds we come to bleſs, 

But moſt of all your conſtancy confeſs ; | 

Safe by your VVord, in Peace your people ſleep, 

Your ſacred Y Vord which you ſo nicely keep ; 

That word fo much throughout yourLandRenown'd, 

In which Equivocation ne'r-was found. 

On this it is ſo firmly we rely, 

You cannot ask the thing we can deny ; 

As Heaven has taught the Soul of men to know, 

VVhat ere it pleaſeth to diſpence below, 

Shall to advantage of believers tend, 

And blefs their blind Obedience in the end ; 

So we ſuch awful Thoughts of you receive, 

W hat &re you'tl do we for our good believe ; 

Our grand Ambition is our King to pleaſe, 

We ne'r can want Repole while he's at Eaſe, 


When 
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When by Obedience we have giv'n you reſt, 

And blaſted ev'n the frightful Name of Teſt, 

But ſmile upon us, and your Slaves are bleit. 
Thus ſpake the fawnmg- Miniſter of State, 

Poor in Eſteem, and deſpicably Great ; 

The Monarch bleſt the Prieſthood kill, 

Forlakes his Reaſon to perform his Will, 

Deſerts his Noble Friends for flattering Knaves, 

Neglects his Subjects whilft he favours Slaves. 

- Riſe up, brave Prince,attend your Natures Courſe, 

We know that's Noble, when exemp: from force ; 

Spread your relenting Arms, imbrace your Friends, 

They'll help you to attain more Noble Ends; 

You know their Love,the Rebels know their Force, 

Serve God with ſpeed, annul th* unjuſt Divorce, 

Then fhall you ſtand great in your Peoples Love, 

A lively Emblem of the Mighty Fove. 

Then ſhall your haughty Rival ceale to ſoar, 

And tremble at the Neighb'ring Brittsh ſhore ; 

The Senates Bounty ſhall preſerve you til], 

V Vith cheerful Tribute all your Coffters fill. 

All Kings ſhall gaze with Envy on your Throne, 

Then with Contempt look down upon their owa ; 

To gain your ſmiles ſhall be their utmoÞ Pride, 

And happy he,who neareſt is ally'd. 

Belov'd by God and Men you ſhall remain, 

Great without V Var, and undiſturb'd your Reign. 

Then when the Remnant of your days are done, 

The Thred of Glorious Le at length is (pun, 

Sincere in Grief your people all ſhall mourn, 

Some goodly Fabrick ſhall your Grave adora 

VVith this Inſcription, for Eternal Praiſe, 

Here lyes the only Prince who left all Evil Ways. 
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The VISION. 


Was at an hour when bufie Nature la 
Diſfolv'd in ſlumbers from the noiſy Day, - 
When gloomy ſhades and dusky Atoms ſpread 


A darkneſs o'er the Univerſal Bed, 

And all the gaudy beams of light were fled ; 

My flutt'ring fancy 'midſt the filent peace, 

Careleſs of ſleep, and unconcern'd with eaſe, 

Drew to my wandring thoughts an object near, 

Strange in its form, and in appearance rare. 

Methought ( yet ſure it could not be a Dream, 

So real all its ImperfeCtions ſeem ) 

With Princely Port a ſtately Monarch came, 

Airy his mein, and Noble was his frame : 

A ſyllen forrow brooded on his Brow ; 

He ſeem'd beneath ſome weighty Fate to bow; 

_— and Grief upon his Eye-lids reſt, 

And ſhow the ſtrugling troubles of his Breaſt. 

Upon his Head a nodding Crown he wore, 

And in his Hand a yielding Scepter bore ; 

Forlorn and careleſs did his ſtrokes appear, A 

And every motion ſpoke a wild Deſpair. k 
This mournful Scene did all my Paſſions move, © 

And challeng'd both my pity and my Jove, | 

And yet 1 thought him by the ruins made j 

Above my pity, and beyond my aid ; BY 


Long did he in a peaſfive ſilence ſtand, - "n+ 
For ſure his thoughts cou'd not his words command : 3 * 
Too big for ſpeech—— | 


Till 
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Till ſullen murmurs.-from his baſomm flew, - 
And thus a draught of his diſorders drew. 

Almighty Powers ! By whoſe conſent alone 
Ordain'd, I did aſcend the Regal Throne, 

Led by your dark Decrees, and Conduct there, 
I, as your great Fzcegereut, did appear 

Beneath my charge, whilſt crowding Nations fate, 
And bow'd and did admire my riſing Fate : 

*'T was then my Lawrels freſh and blooming grew, 
And a loud Fame of all my Glories flew ; 

My willing Subjects bleſs and clap the day ; 

The braveſt and the beſt were all my friends, 
Whilſt Faction in confuſion ſneak'd away ; 

At diſtance grinn'd, but could not reach their ends. 
Such Faith unto my promiſes were ſhown, 
My Word they took, for Oaths were uſeleſs grown ; 
My very Word compos'd their hopes and fears, 
Sacred *rwas held, and all Serene appears : 

* Until my Fate revers'd did backwards reel, 
Blurr'd all my Fame, and alter'd.\Fortune's Wheel ; 
Ye Gods! Why did; ye thus unconſtant prove ? 
Was I the Envy of th' Abodes above ? 

Or was this ſtately Majelty but given 

"To be the Cheat and Flati'ry-ev'n of Heaven ? 
Can neer a Saint implore Cceleſtial aid ? 

Nor yet the Virgin Goddeſs intercede ? 

I was for her Cauſe engag'd | ſuftring lie 
'T'was to advance her juſt Divimty : 

Yes, 1 avow the Quarrel and the Cauſe, 

I was for my Faxh, and to out-cope the Laws. 
I'de rather be forſaken and alone, 

Than fit a craving Monarch on a Throne : 

Let all my cringing Slaves at diſtance ſtand, 
Fawn on th' Invading Foe, and kiſs his Hand ; 
Legve 
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Leave me their Primce, forſaken and forlorn,  ' 
Expos'd to all their flights and public ſcorn.” | 
Let after Ages judge the mighty Teſt, 

Judge the Magnifick Grandure of my breaſt. 

I aw my great forefather yet afore- 

Seal all his Sacred Vows with Mar tyr'd gore ; 
His Royal Iſſue branded with diſgrace, 

Saw all th! Efforts they us'd t* Exclude the Race : 
And yet theſe Terrours all I dare invade, 
Thus Conſcience, thus Religion does perſwade, 
I'll ſtand or fall by both thoſe Tenets ſtill, 
And be the ſecond Martyr to my 7/4 : 

And then he ſtop d; his fiery Eye-Balls move, 
And thus with his reſſſting Fate-he ſtrove, 

And ſtood, like Capanew Defying Fove. 

When ſtreight a noiſe, from whence it came un- 
Was heard to anſwerin an angry tone; (known, 
Die then, unpity'd Prince, for thus thy Fate 
Long fince, by its Decrees, did antedate : 

To ſuch perverſneſs, what regard is ſhown ? 

What Merit could'ft thou plead to mount a Throne? | \ 
To thy repeated Wiſhes Heav'n was kind, s \ 
And pleas d the. wild Ambition of thy mind ; F 
It put a Scepter in thy eager Hand, | 
Yet not t' oppoſe the Genius of the Land; © v 
If Reaſon could not ſway thy Actions here, TT 
Heaven's not oblig'd by Wonders to appear. TT 


See how thy Creatures at a diſtance ſtand, 


Sculk from thy troubles to a ſafer Land ; : vw 
Thoſe who their beings to thy bounty own, * N, 
Forſake their fawaing Cheats, and now are gone. L By 


Thoſe who were Friends to thee and to thy Cauſe, 
* Bold for their Rzghts, and for their Comnries Laws, 


Thou 


p 
” 


8 Would you let Reverend Father Peters know 
= What thanks the Church of Egland to him owe 
2 For Favours paſt, he did on them beſtow. 


# Would you with expedition ſend away 
| Thoſe four dim Lights, made Biſhops t'other day, 
| To convert Indians in America. 


* Would you the reſt of that Bald-Pated. Train 
3 No longer flatter with thin hopes of Gain, 
_ But ſend them to Saint Omers back again. 
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Thou, from thy darker Counſels, did'ſt remove, 
And want their aid, . now they refuſe their love. 


Some more imperfect ſounds did reach my ear, 
But ſenſe return'd, and day-light did appear. 


The ADVICE. 


Ould you be Famous and Renownd in Story, 
And after having run a Stage of Glory, 
Go ſtreight to Heaven and not to Purgatory : 
This is the time, 
Would you ſurrender your Diſpenſing Power, 
And fend the Weſtern Hangman to the Tower, 
From whence he'll find it difficult to ſcoure. 
This,&c, 
Would you ſend Father P-z, and Father L-., 
Aſſiſted by the Poet Laureat Squab, 
To teach Obedience Paſſive to the Mob. 
This, GC, 


This, GC. 
This, GC: 


This, &C. 
VVould 
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Would you (inſtead of holding Birchen tool) 
Send Pulton to be laſh'd at Bausbey's School, 
Thar he in Print no longet play the Fool. 

This, &C. 
Would you that Fack of all Religions ſcare, 
Bid him for Hanging ſpeedily prepare, 
That Harry H---s may viſit Harry Care. 


Would you let Ireland no more fear Macdonnel, 
And all the Rabble under Philemz O Neale, 
And Clarendon again ſucceed Tyrconnel. 

This, &C, 


Would you court Ear-wiggs baniſh from your Ears, 
Thoſe Carpet-Knights, and intereſted Peers, 
And rid the Kingdoms from impending Fears. 


And be at once their Terrour and our Sh 
And not appear by Proxy in the Field. 


Would you no more a Womans Council take, 
But love your Kingdoms for your Kingdoms fake, 
Make Subjefts Love and Enemies to Quake. 


__—O—— 


" 


th... ttt th "WO 1 0 I" I" I I IS 


The CONVERTS. 


Did intend ini Rhimes Heroick 

To write of Converts Apoſtolick, 
Deſcribe their perſons and their ſhames, 
And teave the World to gueſs their Names : 


| 
- 


This, GC. ® 
Would you at once make all the Hogan Mygen yield, | 
teld, 


This, GC. |þ 


This, GC. | 


But 


This, &c, | : 


a Sr 
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Co 


But ſoon I thought the ſcoundrel Theme 


- Of Earls, of Lords, of Knights Ill ſing, 


For in his Mittrefles, kind James 
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Was for Heroick Song too mean ; 


Their Characters we'll then rehearſe 
In Burleſque, or in Dogrel Verſe; 


That chang'd their Faith to pleaſe their King. 
The firſt an Antiquated Lord, 

A walking Mummy in a word, 

Moves cloath'd in Plaiſters Aromatick, 

And Flannel, by the help of a Stick, 

And like a grave and noble Peer, 

Outlives his Senſe by Sixty year ; 

And what an honeſt Man would anger, 

Outlives the Fort he built at Tanger ; 

By Pox and Whores long ſince undone, 

Yet loves it ſtil], - and fumbles on : 

Why he's a Favourite few can gueſs, 

Same fay it's for his Uglineſs ; 

For often Monſters ( being rare) 

Are valued equal to the Fair : 


Loves uglinefs in its extreams ; 
But others ſay 'tis plainly ſeen, 
"Tis for the choice he made o'th' Queen ; 

V Vhen he the King and Nation bleſt 

VVith Oft-Spring of the Houſe of Eſe ; 

A Dame whofe Afﬀability 

Equals her Generoſity-: | 

Oh! VVell match'd Pair, who frugally are bent 
To live without the aids of Parliament. 

All this and more the Peer perform'd, 

Then to compleat his Virtues, turn'd ; 

Bur twas not Conſcience, or Devotion, 

The hopes of Riches or Promotion, 
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That made his Lordſhip firſt to vary, 
But 'twas to pleaſe his Daughter Mary ; 
And ſhe to make retaliation, 
Is mull as lewd in her Vocation. 

The next a Caravaniſh Thief, 
A lazy Maſs of damnd Rump Beef; 
Prodigious Guts, no Brains at all, 
But very Rhynocerical, ; 
VVas Married cre the Cub was lickt, | 
And now not worthy to be kickt ; | 
By Jockeys bubbled, forc'd to fly, 
To fave his Coat, to Italy, 
VVhere H—s and he, that virtuous Youth, . 
Equal in Honour, Senſe, and Truth; 
By Reaſon and pure Conſcience urged, 
Paſt Sins by Abjuration purged : 
But 'tis believ'd both Rogue and Peer, 
More worldly Motives had to veer ; 
The Scoundrel Plebeians ſwerving 
Was to ſecure himſelf from ſtarving ; 1 
And that which made the Peer a Starter, 4 
VVas hope of a long wiſh'd for Garter. þ 

Next comes a Peer who fits at Helm, 7 

vw 


And long has ſteerd the giddy Realm. 
V Vich Taylors motion, mein, and grace, 


But a right Statefman in Grimace ; | M 
The Sneer, the Cringe, ard then by turns, Pl Ar 
The dully grave, the Frowns, and Scorns, - Ha 
Promiſes all, but nought performs : $ Fo 
But howe'er great he's in Promotion, De 
He's very humble 1a Devotion ; / 
V'Vith Taper light, and Feet all bare, Ren 
He to the Templedid repair, Aﬀee 


And knocking ſoftly at the Portal, 
Cry'd, Pitty (Fathers) a poor Mortal, 


And for a Sinner make ſome room, 

A Prodigal returned home. 

Some ſay that in that very hour, 

Convert Mall Megs arriv'd at door ; 

SO both with penitent Grimace, 
States-man and Bawd with humble pace F 
Enter'd and were receiv'd to grace, 

The next a Knight of high Command 

I'wixt Loundon-bridge and Dover-Sand ; 

A Man of ſtri&t and holy Life, 

Taking example from his Wife ; 

He to a Nunnery ſent her' packing, 

Leſt they ſhould take each other capping, 
Some ſay LV Eft-—— did him beget, 

But that he wants his Chin and Wit; 
Good natur'd, as you may obſerve, 
Letting his Titular Father ſtarve ; 

A Man. of Senſe and Parts, we know it, 
But dares.as well be damn'd as ſhow. it ; 
Brib'd, by. himſelf, bis truſty Servant 
At Kinjs- Bench- Bar appear d moſt fervent 
Againſt his Honour for the Teff, 
To him *twas Gain, to all Mankind a Jeſt, 

Blue-Bonnet Lords a numerous ſtore, 
Whoſe beſt Example is they're poor, 
Meerly drawn in, in hopes of Gains, 

And reapthe ſcandal for their pains ; 
Half-ſtary'd at Court with expectation, 
Forc'd to return to their Sootch Station, [ 
Deſpis'd and (corn'd by every Nation. 

A paltry Knight not worth a mention, 
Renounc'd his Faith for piteous Penfion ; 
After upon True Proteſtant Whore, 
tThad ſpent a large Eſtate before. 
C / C 


Miſcellany POEMS. I 


| BG. 


7 


13 Miſcellany PBEMS. 

A thick ſhort Collonel next does come, ©. 
With Stradlmg Legs and mally. Bum : | 
With many more of ſhameful Note, 
Whoſe Honour ne're was worth-a Groat. 

If thefe be Pillars of the Church, 
'Tis fear'd they'll leave her in-the lurch ; 
If abler Men do not ſupport her-Weight, 
All quickly-will feturn to: Forty'Eigbr. 


—_——— 


| ————_——_—_— 


The humble Addreſs of your Majeſty's 
Poet Laurcat, and" others your Ca- 
tholick and Proteſtant diſſenting Rhy- 


mers, with the reſt of the Fraterni- 


ty of Minor. Poets, Inferiour Verſifiers 
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and Yonnerteers of -N OUYr Majeſty's ; 


Ancient.Corpoxation. of Parriaſſys. | 
Hunbly Sheweth, 3 Me 


—— we your Majeſty's:poor flaves; - 

A Your merry Beggars, witty knayes,;|: -: 
Being highly ſenſible how long ; If; 
And dull-dry:Proſe addreſſing Throng, «© 

— Have daily vext your Royal-Ears -- ;. 
With fullom ſpeeches, canting Prayers, ; * 
Unanimouſly: think it better 

T* addreis,'your' Majeſty in Mecter. 

Great Sir, your healing Declaration :; 

Has cur'd a baſe diſtemper'd' Nation ., : 


Thel 
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The Godly hug it for the eaſe 
It gives to ſqueamiih Conſciences ; | 
And by the Mammonitts, *tis made . 
þ The grand encouragement of Trade ; 
c But we muſt reckon it ( in our ſenſe ) 
A gracious Poetick Licence. 
'Tis your peculiar excellency, 
T” indulge Religion to a frenly ; , 
And our Religion is our fancy : 
For which, we judge *twould be a crime, 
Not to preſent our thanks in rhime ; 
We, with all Subjects of our mind, 
To pay, like us, their dues in kind: 
That jealous Proteſtants would greet - 
With Teſs and Laws your Royal Feet ; 
That all would ſacrifice in courſe 
Their ſtubborn Conſciences to yours ; ob 
That th' Academies wou'd oppoſe p ' 
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On no pretefice your Royal Caule, 
But quit their Oaths and Founders Laws; 

That Corporations yield their Charters, 

And no. more grudge your Souldiers Quarters »— 
That Borough Towns would chuſe ſuch Men, 
As you ſhan't need fend home again ; 

That all right Members take their ſtations, 
Such. as Sir Roger and Sir P 
That - your new Friends'ſtand every where; 3 . 
Of which we recommend one pair, .6 w | 
Honeſt 7#ill Pen and Harry Care. 

Diſſenters will with all their heart-a 
Vote for a Goſpel Magna Charta ; 
Your Judges 6.9 will Ser. awe 

The poor dead letter of the Law ;. 


fy 
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Your High Commiſſioners, from whom F 

The obſtmate receive their doom, [ 

For truſty Catholicks make room. 

* Only one reſty part .o'th' Nation, 

Woud bound your power of diſpenſation ; : 

For which well bait the Rogues agen, 

With ſecond part of Hind a1d Pan : ' 

We'll Rhime'em into better manners, 

And make them low'r their Paper-Banners ; | 

Nor is thiz all that we will do, d 

No, Sir; we'll pray. like Poets too. | 
May our great God Apollo bleſs you, 

May TFuno help your budding iflue ; k 

May you attempt no enemies : 

To skirmiſh with but Butterflies : 

Nor exerciſe Your Martial Arms, 

But in mock-fieges, falſe alarms. * 

May you have long and peaceful days, 

And may we live to ſing your Praiſe ; 

And after all, may'you inherit 

The overplus of the Saints merit. 


- - .- 
_ OT th 


_ — 


The L A U R- E A'T. 


Jack Squabb, his Hiftory in little drawn | 
Down to his Evening, from his early dawn. | 


A Ppear thou mighty Bard, to open view ; 
Which yet we muſt confeſs you need not do: Þ&} 5, 
The labour to expoſe thee we may ſave, , 1-0 He 
Thou tand' upon thy own Records, a Knave ; | 
Con 
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Still tackin 
Reverſe to 


Nay, had ou 


Been found, 


Condemn'd to live In thy 
The Curſe of Ours, and $ 


$h 


and 


Even thoy hadſt 
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Apoſtate Rhimes, 
coff of Future Times. 


d was ſpun fine : 
| may ſee through thine. 


fa Vein- 


his Father ſlain, 
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VVhat ſect of Chriſtians is't thou haſt not known, 

And at one time or other made thy own ? 

A Briftted Baprif# bred ; and then thy ſtrain 

Immaculate, was free from ſinful ſtain. 

No Songs in thoſe bleſt times thou didſt produce 

To brand, and ſham good manners out of ule : 

The Ladies then had not one Bawdy Bob, 

Nor thou the Courtly Name of Poet Squab, 

Next, thy dull Muſe, an Independent Jade, 

Or ſacred Tyranny five Ir s made, 

Prais'd Noll, who ev'n to both extreams did run, 

To kill the Father, and dethrone the Son. 

V Vhen Charles came in, thou didſt a Convert grow, 

More by thy Intereſt, than thy Na'ure fo. 

Under his livening Beams thy [ aurels ſpread; 

He firſt did place that wreath about thy Head e 

Kindly reliev'd thy wants, and gave thee Bre ad. 

Here 'twas thou mad'lt the Bells of Fancy chime, 

And choak'd the Town with ſuffocating Rhime. 

Tilt, Heroes form'd by thy Creating Pen, 

V Vere grown as cheap, and Dull, as other Men. 

Fluſh'd with ſucceſs, full Gallery, and Pit, 

'Fhou braveſt all Mankind with want of V Vit. 

Nay, 1n ſhort time, wer't grown ſo proud a Ninny, 

As ſcarce t'allow that Bez himfelf had any. 

But when the men of Senſe thy Error ſaw, 

1 hey checkd thy Muſe, and kept the Termagant 

( in awe, 

To Satyr next thy Talent was Addreft, 

Fell foul on all, thy friends among the reſt : 

Thoſe who the ofttneſt did thy wants ſupply, 

Abus'd, Traduc'd, without a reaſon why. 

Nay, ev'n thy Royal Patron was not ſpar'd, 


But an obicene, a ſantring wretch declard. 
Thy 
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Thy Loyal Libel we can ſtill produce, 

Beyond Example, and beyond Excuſe. 

O ſtrange return, to a forgiving King, 

But the warm'd Viper wears the greateſt Sting, 
Thy Penſion loſt, and juſtly without doubr, 
VVhen Servants ſnarl, we ought to kick 'em out ; 
They that diſdain their BenefaQors Bread, 

No longer ought by Bounty to be fed. 

That loſt, the Vizor chang'd, you turn about, 
And ſtrait a True-blue Proteſtant crept out ; 

The Frier now was writ; and ſome will ſay 
They ſmell a Male-content through all the Play. 
The Papift too was damn'd, unfit for Truſt, 

Calld 1 reacherous, Shameleſs, Profligate, Unjuſt, 
And Kingly Power thought Arbitrary Luſt. 

This laſted till thou didit thy Penſion gain, 

And that chang'd both thy Morals, and thy ſtrain, 
If to write Contradictions, Nonſenſe be, 
V Vho has more Nonſenſe intheirV Vorks than thee ? 
VVell mention but thy Lay-mans Faith, and Hind, 
V Vhod think both theſe(ſuch claſhing do we find) 
Cou'd be the product of one ſingle mind : 
Here, thou wou'dft Charitable fain appear, 
Find'ſt fault that Arhanaſizs was ſevere ; 
Fe Pity ſtrait to Crutlty is raisd, 
And even the pious Inquifition ptais'd, 
And recomended to the preſent Reign : 

** O hippy Countries, Italy and Spain / 


Have we not cauſe, in thy own words, to ſay, 
Let none believe what varies every day, 

That never was, nor will be at a ſtay. 

Once, Heathens might be fav'd, you did allow; 
But not, it ſeems, we greater Heathens now : 
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The Loyal Church, that buoys the Kingly Line, 
Damn'd with a, breath, but *tis ſuch breath as thine : 
W hat credit to thy party can it be, 

T” have gain'd ſo lewd a Profligate as thee ? 
Stray'd from our Fold, makes us but laugh, notweep; 
We haye but loſt what was diſgrace to keep : 

By them Miſtruſted, and to us a ſcorn ; 

For it is weakneſs, at the beſt to turn. 

True, .hadft thou left us in the former Reign, 

'T” had prov'd, it was not wholly done for Gain ;> 
Now, the Meridian Sun is not fo plain. 

Gold:is thy Gad, for a ſubſtantial ſumm, 


Thou to the Turk, wouldſt run away from Rome, 

And ing his Holy Expedition againſt Chriſtendom, 
But to conclude, bluſh with a laſting Red, 

(1f thou'rt not mov'd with what's already faid ) 

To ſee thy Boars, Bears, Buzards, Wolves and Owls, 

And all thy other Beaſts, and other Fowls, 

Routed by two poor Mice : ( Unequal fight ) 

But eahie 'tis to Conquer in the Right. 

See there a Youth ( a ſhame to thy gray hairs ) 

Make a meer Dunce of all thy threeſcore years. 

What in that tedious Poem haſt thou done, 

But cramm'd all «A/ops Fables into one. 

Butawhy do I the precious minutes ſpend 

On him, that: wou'd much rather hang, than mend, 

No, 'Wretch, continue ſtill juſt as thou art, 

'ThouTt now in this laſt Scene,that Crowns thy part; | 

To purchaic Favour, veer with every. Gale, 

And againſt Intereſt never ceaſe to rail ; & 

Tho thou'rt the enly proof how Intereſt can prevail, 3 
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T, be Vifon of Toleration, 


| By" Night, when 1 my ſelf to ſleep had laid ; 
Whilſt bones did reſt, my roving bufie Head 
Mechought, had ſtrangely carry'd me from home, 
And I (the Lord knows how ) was got to Rome ; 
It happend to be on a publick day, 
When Pope and Cardinals were met ; not to pray, 
That's not their buſineſs, but to hold Debates, 
How to Rule Kings, and how to Govern States; 
Moſt ſtrange Employ ments ſure far Goſpel Preachers, 
The Apoſtles were not Rulers, but Mens Teachers 
When Tripple Crown had took St. Peter's Chair, 
(He little thought a Crown ſhould &'er come there: 8 
The reſt to their reſpective ſeats repair ; 
And the firſt matter they did fall upon, 
Was the Afﬀeairs of th' Iſle call'd 41b:os : 
Methought an horned Legate did preſent 
In Parchment fair ingroſsd, a long complaint, e 
Againſt the Monſter call'd a Parliament : $ 
W hich being ſoftly read, Chriſt's Vicar cries, 
Who th» plague has open'd theſe damni'd Her ticks eyes ? 
I thought the ſugar'd promiſe at firſt made 
; To them, would the believing Focls perſwade 

Out of their Bread and Butter ; but ſince jealows 
Of Privilege, and for their Church /o zealows ;; 
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Since we can't overturn this Impions Teſt, 
Of all methods beyond diſpute the be#t : 
Sinte Shams won't take, What muſt the next be done, 
Againſt our Rival Church of Albion ? 
His Reverend ſpeech thus ended, whilft each mind 
Was bulicd, ſome-new Stratagen) to find ; 
Ere any ſpake, there ſtrangely did appear 
One cloath'd in black, and ſtood before the Chair ; 
All Eyes upon him fixt, and all Tongues mute, 
With a feign'd Voice he did them thus ſalute : * 
Hail | Reverend Pattiarch, and ye that are 
Worthy Aſſit ants of St. Peter's Chair : 
Tfrom the Author of your Faith am come, 
From him firſt plac'd th' unerring Chair in Rom? ; 
Who gave judicial power to pardon ſins, 
And to Depsſe the Unbelieving Kings : 
Who you out of your ſenſes dves perſwade, 
Wot to diſcern Fleſh, Blosd, and Bones from Bread ; 
Who is your Churches beſt Friend and Phyſici an, 
To cure her Schiſms by Holy Inquiſition : 
Who taught you burning was the Remedy, 
Lawful to purge the Church from Hereſie : 
French Nero taught to manage Hugonaut : 
He who all your new Articles has taught ; 
From him I come. aud by Commiſſion tell, 
Right Truſty and Belsv'd, be greets you well ; 
Extremely pleas'd with your great pains and care, 
T'increaſe his Kingdom, in this grand Affair 
Of Albion. Ir is his will and pleaſure, 
That to perfeF the Work, you take this meaſure ; 
You know as well as be, that in that Nation, 
Are many Baſtard-ſlips of th Reformation ; 
Who, with their Siſter have been ſtill at odds, 
| Becauſe (1 wiſh 'twere true) ſhe ſerv'd your Gods. 
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But ſeeing their miſtake, they now begin 

To have a good opmion, -and come tn 

To her Communion ; and ſhe thereby 

Grows daily a more potent enemy. 

: Now to prevent a Reconciliation, 

He bids declare an ACt of Toleration ; 

Let Independant, Presbyter, and Quaker, 
With-Anabaptift, Muggletoman, Seeker, 

Sweet Singer, Family of Love, Fifth-Monarchy 
Guue.all theſe whimfſy- beads their Liberty, 

They ll with eachother fall at enmity : 

And all againſt the Church, confirm'd by Law, 
Though for no other cauſe, but "cauſe tis ſo, 

If you can bur perſwade them to Rebel, 

Th' King has an Army will make. all things well ; 
In theſe Direftions Expeditions be, 

Your time's but ſhort, }. R's paſt Fifty three. 

His well invented Speech thus having ended, 
He in a flaſh of Brimſtone fire deſcended. 
They ſeeing him to vaniſh in that fafhion, 
Cry'd out, that *ewas a Divine Revelation: 

At which} wondred, for I did not know, 

Till then, that Roman Gods had dwelt below. 
Firſt ſht, 1 thought him Jeftnt, but when 

| faw the Cloven-Foot concluded then 

te was th' old accufer of the Brethren. 

V'Vhen they a while had on his Speech reflected, 
They all agreed 't ſhould be as 'rwas diredted. 
Ons only, cry*d, more grave, and full of ſenſe, 
VVeour deſigns muſt colour with pretence ; 
VVell fay 'tis tender Confciences to caſe, 
And to preſerve the Government in peace, © 
V Vhich all lik'd welt ; and bade, 'tſhould. be Ingroft; 
And ſent unto the Nuncio by the Poſt : 
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After which'order to the Secretary,? 
They all concluded with an Aye Mary. 
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On the Biſhops Confinement, 


Here is there Faith and Juſtice to be found ? 
Y Sure the VVorld trembles, Nature's in a 
To ſee her pious Sons deſign'd to fall (wound ; 
A vitim to Religion ; Truth, and all 

The charms of Pjety are no defence 

Againſt the new-found power, that can diſpence þ 
VVith Laws to murder ſacred Innocence : 

Surely; unleſs ſome pitying God look down, 

And ſtem this torrent, it will down 

Divinity it (elf, 
The Biſhops Priſoners ! Can we tamely ſee 

Thoſe Reverend Prelates bow the knee 

To Antichriſt ? No, mighty Monarch, no, 

Though we muſt pay to Cz/ar what we owe, 

There is a power ſupream, by which you live ; 

VVhoſe Arm is longer, and Prerogative 

Larger by far than yours; whoſe very word 

Can blaſt your hopes, and turn your two-edg'd 

Can make his Secular Vice-gerent know, (ſword; 
Virtue, like Palms depreſt, do higher grow. 

Though Rob'd ir all the Grandeur of your State, 
Courtiers, like radiant Stars, about you wait : d 1 
'Midft of your glorious joys, when you put on A 
That awful preſence which becomes a Throne; &® 
Belſhazzar like, three Words upon the Wall E IL 
Shall blaſt your Joys, and make your Glories fall. 


His 
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His Holineſs, that Patriot of ſtrife, 

Though he can grant you Pardons, cannot Life; 
Arife then, Mighty Sir, in God-like mien, 

As of thy Valour, .let thy Truth be ſeen ; 

Free from miſtruſt, let all your words be clear ; 
By actions, let your promiſes appear: (Crown ; 
Protect that Church 'which brought you to the 
You know *tis great and -honourable to own 

A kindneſs done ; but to reward with death 

That happy inſtrument that gave you breath, 

1s mean, and might a Cath'licks Conſcience ſting, 
To cut the hand off that Anoints you King. 


_ ». 


The Laſt Will and Teſtament of Father 
Peters. GE” 


I. 
N his Holineſs Name, 
With Amen I proclaim 
My laſt Will and Teſtament following: 
W ho in body am well, 
But in mind monſtrous ill ; 
While in diſmal Difpair 1 am wallowing. 
II. 
My Soul I bequeath, 
To the Regions beneath ; 
It has long to the Devil been due : 
To be tortur'd in pain, 
| More than 1 did ordain 
To inflict on the Heretick Crew. 
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\iMy Body a Pledge, 
I give to the Sledge, 

To ride on't to Tybury in ſtate : LJ ME. p 
:-And there in a Cart, i: 
Before I depart, | ? 

All my Villanous Actions relate. - 

Fes 
When the Rout I've harrang'd, 
Toſubmit to be Hang'd ; 

Angieredead to becut down andQuarter'd: * 
While each Blockhead and W hore 
Dips a Clout in my Gore, 

_— tothe World 1 am at by 

1. | 
With my _— when Dead, 
Each one to be perch'd on a Pole ; 
Thus by Frophetick Spirit, 
According to Merit, 
Fve diſpos'd of my Body and Sou, 
& Sh 


Andnext I de&lare, 
Not to mention an Heir,” 
My Executors wholly and fan" 
To cut off all-other, SEC 
The Spark and his Mother, | | 
VVho three Politick Nations wou'd Gulf. * I 
. { © 4+Habbe 
My Fuaeral Charge, | < 
As it will not be krge, | | 
So*twill take up leſs room in my VVill : || f 
But were it rtuch more, 
Since I die on this ſcore, 


y'll neyer be troubled with Bill, 


. 4 . 
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V III 
It may do 'em both good 
For all their High Blood, 
® *'Tis Full Threeſcore thoufand compleat : 
2 As I got it by Fools, 
Sol leave it-to Toals, | 
While the Church and Relations I Cheat. - 
I X. 
My Books, tho not many, 
For | never lovd any, 
They may keep for their private Occaſions; 
They're of Riddles and Dreams, 
From whence. | took 'Fheams 
To furniſh my ſelf with Orations. 
X 


The reſt of my Stuff, 
Since they have enough, 
I Bequeath to a pretty young Sinner ; 
'T will furniſh a Room '  - : 
'To practiſe at Home, 
And encourage a happy Beginner. 
X I.. 


Ill not give *em the Trouble 

To pay the{Prieſts double, - 
To fetch me fronsPurgatory : 

For that, like the reſt 

Of our Creed; is a Jeſt; 
And as true asithe:Song of Foke Dory. 

XII, 

For if there's a Hell, 

I deſerve it ſo well 
kaced not deſpair of the Place ; 

And none but an Aſs 

Will believe that the Maſs, 
Can ever reſtore him to Grace. XIIL 
\ 
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XIII. 
. I confeſs they are fools, 
Which our Church daily gulls, 
And particularly with this Nation.: 
Such as when they do Pray, 
Know not one word they ſay, 
'Tis their Ignorance helps their Devotion. 
XIV. 
But I am wide of my Text, 
Being damnably vext 
To ſee how the Jeſuits are fool'd ; 
And your proſpects of peace 
Do my Torments increaſe, 
More than loſing my Life and my Gold. 
X V 


On our Brotherhood all 
May my laſt bleſſing fall, 
And on every Monk, Friar and Priclt 
May they ere 'tis too late 
Partake of my Fate, 
And become-every Hereticks ſelt; 
X.V I. 
I woud have Enlarg'd, - 
But my Conſcience:diſcharg'd; 
Fll here make an end of my Sermon, 
And wiſh all this "Fhrong 
May be damn'd, Old and Young, 
And fo drive. away,: Honeſt Carman. 
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C—— 


The Popes WISH. 


To the Tune of the Old Mans's Wiſh. 


- J* I wear out of date, as I find I falldown, 
3 For my Chair it is rotten, and ſhakes like my 
( Crown; 
Tho I be an Impoſtor, may this be my doom, 
Let my Spiritual Market continue at Rome : 
May the words of my mouth the Nations betray, 
Till Monarchs and Princes my Sceptre obey ; 
To feed on the fat, and the lan ones to flay : 
F And the lean ones to flay. 
& Tho my Birth be equivocal, I look like a Bear: 
# My Tribe they be cloathjd with fackcloathand hair, 
= ( 4 Hypocrites habit, and fit to deceive ) 
* Let no man decypher the Pope for a knave; 
” May the words of my mouth, &C. 
* Tho my Actions be wicked, my Principles ill, 
® May I bereputed his Holineſs till ; 
With the Keys on my Arm to chink like a Bell, 
And Conjure a Soul for Gold out of Hell. 
May the words of my mouth, GC. | 
= With a pair of Great Princes, both lazy and idle, 
= Theone to hold Stirrup, the other the Bridle ; 

+ And when they have done, for their pains let em 
—_ ( take 
3 A kick on the breech, and a ſtamp on the heck. 

May the words of ny month, &c. | 
| D 


— 
- 


May 
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May 1 be adored by better and worſe : 
Let Kings kiſs my Toe, and Mab'met mine A—e. 

May Pardons g1VE price, and Indulgences ſell, 
Andevery Oppoſer be turri'd into Hell. 

May the words of my mouth, &C. j 
Let the ſpiritual Peddlers, the Prieſts tell a ſtory, F 
Of Limbas Infantum, and New Purgatory, 
T extinguiſh Sedition, and blow out Contention ; 
To work all my Miracles by apprehenſion. 

May the words of my mouth, &C. 

May the Church-men and Clergy ne're Marry nor 
But hug the old Harlot that's calt in a Bed, (Wed, 
Let the Friars with the Nuns commit Fornication, 
CIf fin ) ' tis but Venial, and ſweet Recreation, 
May the words of my mouth, &C. 
May the Frieſts at Confeſſion make a Virgin to fall, 
And when ſhe gets up, give her Pardon for all; 
Let Bawds have their I'rade,and \V hores have their 
(pleaſure, 
To fill (with their fleſhly_.) my Spiritual Treaſure, 

May the words of my mouth, GC. 

And whate're I do, or whate're befals me, 
He'sa Spiritual Traitor,that Whoremonger calls me; | | 
By Bell, Book, and Candle, Ill bar him from Glory, | 


And ſend him to Hell, orart leaſt Purgatory. ] 

May the 2'ords of my mouth, &&c. L1 

Let the Saints at devotion make Prayers for the | x 
(Dead, 

And leaſt they miſreckon, count all by a Bead. F 

With Pictures in Churches, that people may pray | F 

To Idols compos'd of Stone, Wood, and Clay, || 


May the words of my mouth, &c. 
With a Lamp Everlaſting that. burneth for ever, 
_ Of the poor Widaws Oil, which proyidence gives 
her ; With 


Py 


ff 
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With St. Anthony's Fart, that he let in a Frolick, 
Which ſmells like a Rofe,and cures the Wind-colick «© 
May the words of my mouth, &C. 
Let people be cheated, a Wafer to take, 
And call it a God, tho bak'd in a Cake; 
Let them play their Devotion at Church on a fiddle; 
But ne'er be ſo wiſe as to find out the Riddle. 
May none be ſo bold my words to deſpiſe, TER 
Till T dull all Mens ears, and hood-winktheir eyes, 
And blind the whole World with fopperies and les. 


: _ 


The Proteſtant Litany. 


Rom Religion that's Nonſence, and larded with 
| (lyes; 
' | ... From ſhutting the Cupbord,and chinking the _ - 
From Light that aſcendeth like ſmoak to the Skies ; 
' Good Lord deliver ws. 
From a Pope that's in Paſſion, and bendeth his Wits 
{ For Plots, and Confpiracies, digging of Pits ; 
5} Froma people that crameth theirGod in their Guts ; 
i 
1 


Good Lord deliver us. 
From Spain's Inquiſition, and Scarlet attire ; 
From zeal that is kindled with Faggot and Fire ; 
js From a Prieſt that Diſpenſeth his Pardons for Hire; 
I, Good Lord deliver ts. 
| From Wane that's Converted to poiſon for blood ; 
From the Dragon's breath, and venemous flood ; 
| From Babylon's Brats, and all the Beaſts brood ; 
Good Lord deliver us. 


D 2 From 
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From a folninive Pope, of the Epicene Gender, 
From Foan who did drink to the Devil her attender; 
From him who's of fopperies ( for faith.) the Defen- 
der ; Good Lord deliver us. 
From unprofitable Servants, who Heaven do merit, 
Who Preach the true Golpel, denying the Spirit; * 
And think by their fool'rics Salvation t' inherit ; 
Good Lord deliver us. 
From - a Queen clad in Scarlet, that looks, like a 
(Witch; 
From a thoſe who for Penance muſt whip their own 
( Breech ; 
From her that needs brimſtone to cure her old itch; 
Good Lord deliver we 
From a Beaſt that is ſpotted, and ſnuffs up the Air, 
With a- Mouth like a Lion, and Feet like a Rear ; 
From Garments deceitful, compoſed of Hair ; 
Good Lord deloqer Ws. 
From Beggars who're Rich, and beg for the poor ; 
From Kings without Kingdoms, that Reign but an 


( hour; 
From the Grape of Gomorrha, that's ſweet, and yet 
ſower ; Good Lord deliver us. 


From Leo the Coward, and Clement the Clown ; 

From Pius the wicked, that's veild with a Gown; 

From fools out of faſhion, aad ſhav'd in the Crown; 

Good Lord deliver us, 

From Roma diutitubans, ready to ſpue ; 

From -Locuſts and Frogs, and Babylons CIeW ; 

From the Prophet, or tail which the Stars back- 
ward drew ; Good Lord deliver us 


From 


3 
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; 
# « 
. » 
al 
4 5 


Miſcellany P 0 EMS. 37 
From a Shepherd whoſe crook is knob'd likea Club, 
"The one end to catch, the other torub ; 

And one who his Sheep of their Fleece does rob ; 
Good Lord deliver us. 


| — 


A Charafter of Old England, in Allu- 
fion to a Piece of Tacitus de Vita 
Agricolx. 


H E Free-born Ermghiſh, generous and wiſe, 
Hate Chains, but do not Government deſpiſe : 
Rights of the Crown, Tributeand Taxes they 
When lawfully exatted, freely pay : 
Force they abhor, and wrongs they ſcorn to bear, 
More governd by their jxdgment than their fear ; 
Tuſtice with them is never held ſevere. $ 
Here Power by Tyranny is never got ; | 
Law may perhaps enfnare them, Force cannot. 
Raſh Counſels here, have till the worſt effect ; 
The ſureſt way to Rule, is to Protett, 
Kings are unſafe in their unbounded will, 
Join'd with the wretched Power of doing ill. 
For[aken moſt, when they're moſt abſclute ; 
Laws guard the Max, and only bind the Brute : 
Thoſe guardian Laws with force to undermine, 
Can never be a prudent Kings deſign. | \ 
What King would change to be a Caraline ; 
Break his own Laws, ſhake an wnqueſtiond Throne, 
Conſpire with Vaſſals to Uſurp his own ? | 
Its worthier ſome baſe Fav'rites pretence, 
To Tyrannize at the wrong;d Kings Expence: 
D 3 Let 
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Let France grow proud, beneath the Tyrants luſt, 
While the wreck: people crawl, and lick the duſt. 
The mighty Genizs of this Tſe, diſdains 

Ambitious ſlavery, and Golden Chains. 

England to laviſh Yoke did never bow. 3 
V V hatConquerours ne're preſum'd, who daredo now ? 
Roman nor Norman never did pretend 

'Fo have enflav'd, but made this Iſle their friend. 


A — 


Advice to the Prince of Orange, and } 
the Packet-Boat returned, I 


Adv. HE year of wonder now is come, 
A Jubilee proclaim at Rome ; 
The Church has pregnant made the Womb. 
Pac. No more of the admired year, 
No more of Jubilee declare ; 
All Trees that bloflom do not bear. 
Adv. Orange give o're your hopes of Crowns, 
And yield to France the Belgick Towns ; 
And keep your Fleet out of the Downs. 
Pac, We'll wait for Crowns, not Intereſt quit, 
. Let Lewis take what he can get ; 
And do not you proſcribe our Fleet. 
Adv, Ye talk of Eighty Men of War, 
| Well Rigg d and Mann'd you fay they are ; | 
'I was joytul News when it came here. = £4 
Pac. Well may the found of Eighty Sail, | 
Make England's greateſt Courage fail ; 
When half thenumber will prevail. 


Adv, 
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But we have ſome upon the Stocks, 

And others laid up in our Docks ; 

Well fitted out, would match your £ Cocks. 
Tack not as if you'd match our Cocks, 
And Launch your few St11ps on the Stocks; 
And if you can, ſecure your Docks. 
Beſides, we've call'd our Subjects home, 
Which in your Fleet and Army rome, 
But you, they ſay, won't let them come. 
Your Subjects, in our Camp and Fleet, 
Whom you with Proclamation greet, 

Will all obey, when they think fit. 
Souldiers and Seamen both we need, 

Old England's quite out of the breed : 
Feather and Scarf won't do the deed. 

Of Men and Arms never deſpair, 

The Civilizd wild Tri are 

Couragious even to Maſſacre. 

Now, if you'd be Vittorious made, 
Like us, on Hounſlow Maiquerade ; 
Advance your Honour, and your Trade. 

Then take this Countel back again, 

Leave off to mimick in Campaign, 

And fight in earneſt on the Main. 

Buda we ftorm'd, and took't with eaſe ; 
Do you the ſame upon the Seas, 

And then we'll meet you when you pleaſe. 
The ſtorming Buda does declare, 

That you the glorious Off-ſpring are, 

Of them that made all Europe fear: 

Such Warlike Actions will atleaſt 

Inſpire each neighbouring Monarchs breaſt, 
Till Lewis ſhall compleat the reſt. 


D 4 Pac. 
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Pac. Such Camp, ſuch Siege, and ſuch ſham Shews, 
Make each ſmall State your power oppoſe, 
And Lewis lead you by the Noſe. 


The Hieroglyphick. 


NOme Painter, take a proſpett from this Hill, 

And on a well-ſpread Canvas ſhew thy Skill : 
Draw all in Colours as they ſhall appear, | 
And as they ſtand in merit place them there. 
Draw, as the Heralds do, a ſpacious Field ; 
And, as directed, fo let that fill'd. 
Firſt, draw a Popiſh Army brisk and gay, 
Fighting, and beat, deſtroy'd, and run away. 
Then draw a Hearſe, and [ct it ſtand in view, 
The Mourners more, far more than'they're in ſhew, 
Curſing their Fate, their Stars, and in that fear, 
Shew, if thou canſt, how thoſe damn'd Sots prepare 
To run, or ſtay and skulk in holes alone : 
By them, this Motto, Gallows claim thy own. 
Now, to the Life, let thy brisk Pencil ſhew 
Diſtinctly what they are, and what's their due. 
Now draw a crowd of Prie#s prepar'd to ruu, 
Like broken Merchants when their ſtock is gone ; 
Some howling out their Prayers, forget and fay, 
Save us $7. Ketch : Are all our Saints away ? | 
Draw them in hurry, running to and-fro, 
Poſting to Dower, Portſmouth, Tyburn too. 


Next draw a croud of Lords. This Label by, | 
The great Deſign is loſt. Alas, they cry, | C 
Who'd ſerye a Cauſe of ſuch curlt Deſtiny ? \ 

| SO. 1 | F 


Now 
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Now ſhew the Judges, and with them thy 


41 
Now draw four Prieſts, ſhew how they Rome adore, 
And each mans Searf hang to be ſeen before. 

Two brace of Biſhops, fallen to deſpair, 
Arm'd Cap-a-pe, but running God knows where. 


Skill, 


That all who ſee it done, may ſay, 'tis well ; 


In Caps and Gowns, as they in order fate 


'T'wixt Heaven and Earth do thou them elevate; 


For their grave Noddles can dilſpence with 


that, 


Knights, Knaves,and Beggars,they mult have their 


Now draw the little Rogues, the Scoundrel Crew, 
= 


G-db-ry, B ler, ay, and others too. 
Amidit thus croud, on a fit ſpot of Land, 
To crown the work, let a large Gallows 


ſtand ; 


All trembling by, arm'd with their guilt and fears, 
Kneel to this Image, and pour out their Prayers, 
And then die by Suffocation. 


To the ten Diſpenſing Judges. 


[gnify'd things, may I your leaves implore, 
Tokiſs your hands,and your high Heads adore; 
Fudges you are, \but you are ſomething more; 
May ldraw near, and with a rough-hew'd Pen, 
Give a ſmall Draught of you, the worſt of 'men : 
Tell of your merits, and your mighty skill, 
And how your Charms all Courts of Juſtice fill. 
Your Laws, far ſtronger than the Commons Voree, 


So finely flow from your Diſpenſing Throat 5+ 
What Rome will ask, you mult not her den 
If Hell command you too, you muſt compl 


Y : 
y. 
"There's 


; 
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There's none but you would in this Cauſe combines 
Things made like men, but actlike brutes and ſwine: 
Law-books are traſh,a Student he's a Drudge : 
Learn to ſay, Yes, he's an accompliſh'd Judge ; 

He wins the Scarlet Robe, and wears it too : j 


Ay, and deſerves it well, for more's his due; 

All that compleats a Traytor dwells in you. 

Thus you like Villains to the Benches get ; 

And in defiance to the Laws, you ſit, | 

And all bale aCtions that will pleaſe commit : 

There muſt you toil for Rowe, and alſo try 

Your Iriſh Senſe, and Cobweb Policy, | c 

Compleat your Crimes; and then you're fit to die. 

True Loyal Babes: Pimps to the Church of Rome, 

Trefilian's Heirs : Heirs to his crimes and doom. 

Was C&er the Hall fill'd up with ſuch a Brood, 

All dipt in Treaſon, Villanies or Blood : 

Worſe than Fanatick Prieſts, for they being preſt 

By a wiſe Prince, Preach'd to Repeal the Teſt. 

Then here's the difference, *twixt you Popiſh Tools, 

You're downright Rogues, they only Knaves and 
| (Fools. 


K We #* 
Religious Relicks: 0r, the Sale at the | 
Savoy, wpon the Feſuites breaking up c 
| their School and Chappel. 
I, F 
F Aſt Sunday, by chance, 


[ eacounter'd with Pre, 
That Man of upright Converſation, 


Who 
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Who told me ſuch News, 
That I could not chufe 

But laugh at his faq Declaration. 
#2 
Says he, if you'll go, 
You ſhall ſee ſuch a ſhow, 
Of Reliques expos'd to be fold, * 
W hich from fin and diſeaſe, 
V'ill purge all that pleafe 
To lay out their Silver and Gold, 
III. 
Straight with him I went, 
Being zealouſly bent, 
Where for ſixpence the man let me in; 
But the Crowd was fo great, 
I was all in a Sweat, 
Before the rare ſhow did begin: 
I V. 
The Curtain being drawn, 
Which | think was of Lawn, 


The Prieſt croſs'd himſelf thrice, and bow'd ; 


Then with a ſour Face, 
Denoting his caſe, 
He addreſs'd himſelf thus to the Crowd : 
V. 
You (ee our fad State, 
*T is a folly to prate, 
Our Church and our Cauſe is a-ground ; 
SO in ſhort, if you've Gold, 
Here is to be ſold 
For a Guinea the worth of ten Pound. 
V I. 
Here's St. Tamess Old Bottle, 
It holds juſt a Pottle, 
With the Pilgrims Habit he wore ; 
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The ſame Scollop Shells, 
As our Holy Church tells, 

Who denies it's a Son of a W—_ 

VII. 
Here's a piece of the Bag, 
By Age turn'd to a Rag, 

In which Judas the Money did bear ; 
With a part of his Rope, 
Bequeath'd to the Pope, 

As an Antidote 'gainſt all Deſpair, 

| VIII. 

Here's a Rib of St: Lawrence, 
Tis alſo at Florence, 
And it may be in Fraxce, or in Spain ; 
it cures Stone and Gravel, 
And Women in Travel, 
And delivers without any pain. WW. 
I X. F 
Here's St. Joſeph's Old Coat, 
Though ſcarce worth a Groat, 

It's plainneſs does ſhew he'd no Pride ; 8 OC 
Yet this he had on, q 
For beſides it he'd none, ? 

The day that he Marry'd his Bride. E W 

X. ; 
His Breeches are there, 
A plain Leather pair, 
Come buy the whole Suit, if you pleaſe ; W 
They'll defend you from th' Itch, 
From Hag, and from Witch, 
And preſerve you from Buggs and from Fleas; j Ma 
X [ | 


Here's the Gall of a Saint, 
For ſuch as do faint, 


Or are troub['d with Fits of the Mother ; Nay, 
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Nay, if your breath ſtink, 
Worſe than Cloſe-ſtool or Sink, 
It will cure you as ſoon as the other; 
X11. 
Here's a Prayer of Pope Fobn, 
The like to't is none, 
If you ſay it but three times a year ; 
Three hundred in Grace, 
And three hundred 'twill place 
In Heaven, if they ever come there. 
XL[11. 
Here's our Ladies old Shoe, 
Which in Old time was new, 
It will cure all yourKibes and your Corns ; 
With the Coif of Sr. Bridger, 
To be worn by each Idiot, 
Whoſe Head is tormented with Horns. 
XIV. 
Herc's a bottle of Tears, 
Preſerv'd many years, 
Of Mary's that once was a Sinner ; 
Some o'th' Fiſh and the Bread, 
That the five thouſand fed, 
W hich our Saviour invited to Dinner. 
XV. 
Here's St. Francis own Cord, 
You may take't on my word, 
 Whodies in it cannot be Damn'd ; 
Do but buy it, and try, 
If I tell you a lye, 
Many thouſands of Heaven are ſhamm'd. 
, XVI. 
Here's his Holineſs's beard, 
Ot whom you have heard, 
That the Hereticks called Pope Foar ; 


r 
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Yet this I dare ſwear, 
Was his natural Hair, 
Or elſe YI be ſworn he had none, 
XVII 
It's Vertue is ſuch, 
That if it does touch 
Your Head, or your Face, or elſewhere, 
It does ſtraitway reſtore, 
More than e're was before, 
Though by Age or by Action worn bare. 
XVIII. 
Here's St, Chriſtopher's Boot, 
For his Right Leg and Foot, 
Which he wore when he ply'dat the Ferry; ' 
When on's ſhoulders he bore 
His bleſſed Lord ore, 
For the poor man had never a Wherry.. 
X1IX. 
Such as ſail on the Seas, 
I am ſure it will pleaſe, 
For its parallel never was found ; 
Neither Tempeſt nor Storm, 
Can er do them harm, 
Nor is't poſſible they ſhould be drown'd. 
X X. 
Here's infinite more, 
I have by me in ſtore, 
All which lye conceal'd in this Hamper ; 
: Either buy them to day, 
Or I'll throw them away, | 
For to morrow, by Heaven, V1] ſcamper. 
X X 1. 
Our Market is done, 
We muſt ſhut up'at Noon, 
VVe expect them each hour at the Door ; 
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V Veare Hang if we ſtay, 
And we cant get away, 
For none will, nor dare carry us ore. 
XX 11. 
But by th' Faith of a Prieſt, 
This 1s no time to jeſt, 
Since We are baulk'd in our great ExpeCtation; 
Before I will ſwing, 
Like a Dog in a {tring, 
I'll Renounce the Tranſubſtantiation. 


OO —— 


Private Occurrences : Or, the Tran(- 
ations of the four laſt Years. Writ- 
ten in Imitation of the Old Ballad of 


Hey brave Oliver, Ho brave Oliver, 
Cc, 


I. 
A Proteſtant Mule, yet a Lover of Kings; 
On tage, ,grown a little Satyrical, ſings, 
Of Papiſts, their Counſels, and other fine things. 


Sing bey bravePopery,ho rarePopery,oh fine Popery, 
Oh dainty Popery, 0h. 


She hopes ſhe offends no Engliſhmay's patience ; » 
Tho Satyr's forbid on all ſuch occaſions, 

She's too. good a ſubject to read Declarations, 

Sing hey br ave Popery, &c. 
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ITT. 
If the ſaying be good, of Let him laugh that Tins, 
Sure a loſcr may ſmile without any ottence ; 
My Muſe then is gameſome, and thus ſhe begins ; 4 
With bey br ave Popery, &c. 
I'V. 


VVhen Ch-—<deceas'd, to his Kingdoms diſmay, 

By an Apoplex, or elſe ſome other way : 

Our brother with ſhouts was prociaim'd the ſame | 
Sing hey brave Popery, Lc, (day. 


= p - 
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His firſt Royal promiſe was never to touch 

Our Rights, nor Religion, nor priviledge grutch : 

But Pet — ſwore Dam him, he granted too much, 
Sing hey brave Fopery, _ 


Then Mm——came in with ah Army of Fools, 
Betray'd by his Cuckold, and other dull Tools, 
'T hat painted the Turf of Geen Sedgmore with Gules. 

Sing hey brave Popery, &c. 

ViL 

That Victory gotten, ſome think to our wrong, | 
The Prieſts bray'd out Joy in aThankſgiving Song, | 
And Teague with the Bald-pates were at it ding dong. | 

Sing hey brave Popery, &c. 

VIII, | 
Then ſtraight a ſtrong Army was Levy in haſte, 
To hinder Rebellion ; a very good Jeſt, 
For ſome Rogues will ſivear *twas to murder the | 


| Sing hey brave Popery, &c. ( Teft. | TE 
[ X. 

A Politick Law. which Recuſants did door, | oF 

That into our Senate they never might come ; B X 

But Equivalent ſince, was propos'd in its room. p- 


Smeg hey brave Popery, &c E X: AS 
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X, 
As ifa true Friend ſhould in kindneſs demand 
A Tooth in my Head, which firmly doth ſtand, 
To give for't another he had in his Hand. 
Sing bey brave Popery, &c. 
X | 


ThenTerm after Term,this great matter was weigh'd, 
Old Judges turn'd out, and new Block---ds made ; 
That Cook or wiſe Littleton never did read. 
Sing hey brave Popery, &c. 
X [ I. 
The good Ch. of England withſpeed was run down, 
VVhoſe Loyalty ever ſtood faſt to the Crown ; 
And Presbyter fobhn was made Mayor of the Town. 
Sing bey brave Popery, &c. 
X II]. 
The Biſhops Diſgrace made the Clergy to fob c 


A Prey to Old Pe: — and Preſident Bob ; 


And hurried to Priſon as if they did Rob, 
Sing bey brave Popery, &c. 
XIV. 
Then into the world a dear P--. of #/—-s ſlipt ; 
'T was plain, ' for we hear a great Miniſter peep'd : 


; TheBricklayer for prating had like t'a bin whipp'd. 


Sing hey brave Popery, &c. 
X V. 


| Thus England's diſtrefles more fierce than thePlague, 
| That during three years, of no Quiet could brag. 
, The Prince Van Auraignia has brought from the 


Stwg bey brave Popery, &c. (Hague. 
XVI, 


8 A ſtrong Fleet and Army t'Invade us are bent ; 


We know not the Cauſe,tho there is ſomething in't : 
But we doubt not, ere long we ſhall ſee it in Print. 
Smg hey brave Popery, &c. E X VII. 
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X V I I. 
Ah England, that never couldſt value thy Peace: 
Had matters been now as in Elſabeth's Days, 
The woot nere ventur'd to Fiſh in our Seas, 
Then Curſe of Popery,pox o'Popery ,plague o Popery, 
Oh Senſeleſs Popery, b hy TY 


tt. ſ—— a ——_—_— 
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On PURGATORY. 


| the Almighty firſt his Palace fram'd, 
ThatGlorious ſhining place heHeaver nam'd; 
And when the firſt Rebellious Angel: fell, | 
He Doom'd them to a certain place call'd Hell. 
There's Heaven and Hel! confirm'd in facred ſtory, 
But yet'l ne're could read of: Purgatory : 

That cleanſing place, which of late years is found, 
. For ſinning Souls to Flux in till they're ſound. 

In imitation of which *tis ſaid, | 

They have the Hummums and the Bagnio's made, C 
Two: Purgatories of a quicker Trade, 

There one days Sufferance cures the worſt that comes, 
And thence they are releas'd for eafie Swums. 

Oh ! Rome, for Price and Time thou'rt too ſevere, 
Keeping an honeſt Monarch in two year, | 
That never yet deſerv'd to come there. 

Prieſts found out this for gopd of human Race ; 
Th' Almighty never thought of ſach a place. 

Oh ! Rome, thou art a-wilſe and learned Nation, 
To add a place wanting in Gods Creation, 
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A Stanza lately pat upon Tyburn. 


H*i Reverend Tripos, Guardian of the Law; 
Sacred to Juſtice, T'reaſons greateſt awe ? 
Do thou decide the Nations weighty Cauſe, 

And judge between the Judges and the Laws. 

So ſhall no guiltleſs blood thy Timber e're pollute, 
ButRighteousLaws ſhall vouch all thou ſhalt execute. 


——_— 


I 


Harry Care's aft Will and Teſtament. 


O T Hell it ſelf, nor Gloomy Fate, can fave 
The lewdeſt ſinner from his Deſtin'd Grave; 
But all the ſooty Surges once mult try, 
Old Charon's Boat's a certain Deſtiny. 
This Harry found, whoſe moldring Corps did call 
For Phyſick props uphold the human Wall ; 
Thinking himſelf to Ne plas ultra come, 
He thought of Winding Sheets, and of his Tomb : 
Summnn'd his glorious Kindred to appear, 
To ſee his laſt, and his laſt Will to hear , 
The Weeping Crowd the mournful Chamber fill, 
While he in dying Accents makes his Will. 
Imprimis, for my Soul (if ſuch 1 have) 
I wiſh it buried with me in my Grave : 
For if what great Divines do preach and tell, 
Be real Veritics of Heaven and Hell, 
| E 2 Down 
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Down to the gloomy Shores [ ſurely go, 
'The ſame I ſerv'd above muſt ſerve below. 

Andnext, for my dear Wife, who Weeps my fall, 
And is chief Mourner at my Funeral ; 
My ſole Executrix I do here make, 
And let her all my Goods and Chattels take: 
Beſides, my Province too let her command, 
That undiſcover'd lies in Fairy- Eand. 
To her my unſold Pamphlets bequeath, 
To buy her Brandy and Tobacco with : 
And if ſhe do a Male or Stallion take, 
I hope hell uſe her kindly for my ſake; 
With equa] Strength the Marriage- Yoke ſhe'll draw, 
If he but drench her well with Uſquebah, 
My Daughter next, the Off-ſpring of my Bed, 
I pour a double Bleſſing on her Head ; 
[The only Legacy I can beſtow, 
And more than Heaven gave me here below : 
May ſhe the Ir; Witneſs wed, and raite 
A Race of Evidences for our Caule. 
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And for thoſe kinder Folks that propt my Pains, 
] freely leave them both my Pen and Brains : 
May they my little Artifices ule, | 
To raiſe up Factious, and the Crowd amule, | 
Till being doubly dipt in Infamy, p 
Like me unpityed, and unenvyd die. ] 
Now to the numerous Crowd that do's ſurvive, | 
I only can my dying Counſel give : s' L 
The Weſtern Emiſlaries | &þprove, A 
And even dying do declare tay Love, G 
I charge them to ſtand firm unto-their Truft, St 
Accounting what's their Intereſt, to be Juſt. Al 
The Females I commend to Brother Cox, VN 
Who if he cannot cure, can give the Pox ; Fe 


And 
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And may he till the vigorous warmth retain, 

T' impart to ſtroaling She in Street or Lane. 
ve nothing more to give to all the reſt, 

But leave Ten Thouſand Curſes on the Teſt : 

And who do its Aboliſhing withſtand, 

I leave upon them an Eternal Brand. 

And for the Fenal Laws they like ſo well, 

Fle write for their Repeal when I'm in Hell ; 

And if Damn-d Pluto's Laws are like to theſe, 

I'll quickly ſue him out a Writ of Eaſe, 

I there will my Occurrence truly ſtate, 

Whilſt ſome Infernal L---kiz Prints the Cheat ; 

I Hells black Tyrant will both ſooth and praiſe, 

And even in Sulp'rous Styx Sedition raiſe. 


oe —_— 


A New S$ O NG. 


Ou'd you be a Man of Favour ? 
VVoud you have your Fortune kind ? 
VVear the Croſs and cat the VVafer, 
And you'l have all things t your Mind. 
If the Prieſt cannot convert you, 
Intereſt then muſt do the thing: 
There be Friars can inform you 
How to pleaſe a Popiſh King: 
VVou'd you ſee the Papiſt Lowrin g, 
Loſt ina hurry and a fright, 
And there Father Peters ſcouring, 
Glad of Times for happy Flight. 
Stay but till the Dutch are Landed, 
And the Show will ſoon appear; 
.V Vhen ti Infernal Court's disbanded, 
Few will ſtay for Harbour here, 
E 3 
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A new Catch in praiſe of the Reverend 
Biſhops. 


| bo Engliſhmen,drink a good Health to the Mitre; 

Let our Church ever Flourifh tho her Enemies 
Spight Her : 

May their Cunning and Forces no longer prevail, 

And their Malice, as well as their Arguments, fail. 

Thenrememberthe Seven which ſupported ourCaule, 

As Stout as our Martyrs, and as Juft as our Laws. 


p” LAY ———Jc___@__ 


— 


Anew SONG. 


To the Tune of, Packintons Poun. 


O ouronce Loyal Town, is lately come down, 

- Such an Hodge-Podge of Benchers, as never 
wore Gown : ] 

Saints, fit for the Legend of Romes Pſeudo-Martyrs, * \ 
VVho have pawn'd th' 0/4 Religion, to purchaſe | B 
New-Charters ; # H 
Ti T 

M 
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To promote Publick Faith, they are zealouſly bent, 
And Bugger Geneva to Fruttifie Trent, 
When Satan was (queamiſh, and long'd for a Dainty, 
The Pope Fricaſſed him this New Faur-and twenty, 

IN. | Lo 
The firſt a State-Fockey, bred up of a Groom, 
'Twixt a Colche:fer-Mare, anda Stallion gf Ro 7c. 


He 
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He Cants when at Hollet's, on Hopkms his Metre, 
And drops Pater-Noſters with Lowick and Petre : 
Thus he Banters Non- Cons with. Prophane Maſquerade, 
And quacks on the Goſpel] to force a loſt Trade. 
When Satan was ſqueamiſh, &c, 
[. 


The next Cacafugo, once a Captain of Peace, 

At the ſight of cold Iron he melts in his Greaſe : 
Yet he looks Indignation, and hutts like an HeCor ; 
He V Vhores like an Abbot, and drinks likea Rector, 
The third Nicodemus, a Secker by Night ; S;. 
The 4th Father Whitebread,who halts for NewLight. 

When Satan was ſqueamiſh, &c. 
IV 


The fifth and the ſixth, two preciſe Rene- B. and 4. 
gades ; 

The one Fack of Diamonds, the other of Spages : 

For Orphans and V Vidows they beautific Cloyſters 

And ſwallow their Houſes, as Farnacle Oyſters ; 

But no Diſh ſo fit when his Holineſs treats, 


3 


As an * Oleopodrids of Zealotsand Cheats. + a oreat 
When Satan was ſqueamiſh, &C. Tralian Diſh. 
V 


Next formal Sir Foplioy, who often has flunk, A. 
VVith a Teſter at Roſes to purchaſe a Punk , 
But if Porter or Carman be polleſt of his Doxy, 
He adopts his kind Hoſteſs her ſpiritual Proxy. 
Thus a Puritan Lecher {though with a lewd Slut) 
May ſolace the Spirit, while the Fleſh goes to Rut: 

When Satan was ſqueamiſh, GC. 

VI. 


Lo here * Gog and Magog at once repre- * Fat Sc. 
ſent Lean Feff, 

The prophane Carnaval, and [dolatrous Lent ; 

E 4 Both 
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Both Teckelites true, as Were Tins * 074 te 2 
and Euſtace ; _ mins 11 thePlor, 
_ The Guts of good!Manners,and Garbage of Jultice , 
But nothing more proper to vacuateLaws, 
Than the Mouth of Rebellion, and R:mp of the Cauſe. 
W hen Satan was ſqueamiſh, &c, 
VI 


Advance Ruffling Dick to ſupply the next place, C. 
.'VVho on a bad Matter oft (hams a worle Face : 
VVhen the Algerine Caper has boarded his Frigat, ' 
He can fawn like a Plater, and cringe like a Bzger. 
VVell the good natur'd J/t:a/ may wink at his Fate. 
Since he that Cornutes him has bugger*d the State, 

When Satan was (queamiſh, &c, 

VIII, 
VVell refer Youug Tertu/lws t* a Bill of Review, 
Leſt he ſhoud Repeal what he never yet knew : 
His VVorſhip we'll leave to his new Brewtartes, 
*Till One Mſerzre's worth Ten Avemaries ; | 

For a Fanws-like Convert, who in Faith interlopes, | 
Like a Cordeliar-Friar, muſt be fav'd by his Ropes. | 

When” Sal an was ſqueamiſh, and ling d for a Dainty, F 

The Pope Fricaſſed him this new Four-and twenty, | 


- 
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A New Song of the Mayor being toſſed 
in a Blanket, in the North, 


To the Tune of Packington's Pound. 


_—_ the farthermoſt part of the North we have 
( News 
Ofa Man of ſome Note that receiv'd an Abuſe : 
For a Dog to be toſs 'd in a Blanket, *tis known, 
But alas, what is that to the Mayor of a Town ? 
For a great Magiſtrate 
To be us'd at that rate, 
All the World muſt allow 
It is very hard Fate. 
Ah ! is it not ſtrange ? Amongſt Wonders werenk it, 
That a Mayor of a Town ſhou'd be toſs'din a Blan- 
C ket. 
Had a drunken Toms Tinker the Penance receiv'd, 
Or a Vintner for ſtumming his Wine, who'd have 
( griev'd ? 
Had they bolted a Baker for making light Bread, 
Or a Tzylor for ſnipping a Yard for a Shred ; 
Had it been but a Tapſter 
For Nicking and Frothing, 
Wee'd been contented 
To take it for nothing. 
But as the Caſe ſtands, who, alaſs ! don't reſent it, 
And wiſh now'tis done, that it might be prevented? 


Diogenes 
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Dzog enes was ſaid once to livein a Tub, 
But a Tenement of Blanket is ſuch an odd Job 
- For a Man of his Rank, we muſt ſtudy the Fatt, 
Unleſs *'twas to mind him of the late Woollen At. 
However *twas unkind 
In the midſt of his State, 
So to trouble his 'Thoughts 
With th' Approaches of Fate. 
For Men whenadvanc'd to the height of their Glory. 
Have ſomething to dream on beſides Purgatory, 
For a new Convert in Relick to be wrapt, [ 
Toſecure him from Danger, it often has happ'd ; 
But had this been fuch, in no ſtory we find 
A Mayor to cut Capers likea Witch in the Wind ; 
Sure there's ſomething exceeding 
Muſt cauſe this Extream ; 
Yet if we dare take it, 8 1 
As Old Wives do Dream, | 
Unadvis'd miſtaking between waking and ſleep, 
He pounded the Parſon inſtead of his Sheep : 
Soin that croſs Humour they were forc'd for to ſhake Þ At 
| ( him, © 
To ſhew him his Error as ſoon as they wak'd him. © AT! 
But now, to conclude, ah ! Heaven be thanked, © 
Tac Mayor had no harm that was toſs'd in a | 
( Blanket. 


; a 

A New Song, © | I 
MW 1 

[ 


O Brother Teague doſt hear de Decree, 
Lilli Burlero tullcn a Ja, 
Dat we ihall have a new Debittie, 
Lilli Burlero, Bullen ala, 
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-Lero, lero, lero, lero, lilli Burlero Bullen ala, 
Lero, lero, lero, lero, lilli burlero bulien a la. 
Ho by my Shoul it isa Tz, 
Lilli, ec. 
And he will cut all de Engliſh 'T—t, 
Lilli, &c. 
Lero, lero, &c. 
Lero, lero, &c. 
Though by my ſhoul de Eg; do prat, 
Lilli, ec. F _—_— 
De Law's on dare fide, and Chreſ# knows what, 
Lilli, &c. 
Lero, lero, e*c. 
Lero, ſero, gc. 
But if Diſpence do come from de Pope, 
Lilli, &c. 
* We'll hang Magno Carto anddemfelves in aRope, 
Ss Till, ec. 
| Lero, lero, &c: 
Lero, lero, &c. 
{ And the good T——7 is made a Lord, 
= Lill, &c. 
= And he with brave Lads is coming aboard, 
> Lil, &c. 
; || Lero, lero, e*c. 
. E Lero,lero, &&c. 
; Who! all in France have taken a ſwear, 
| Lilli, &*c. 
Dat day will have no Proteſtant h—r, 
Lilli, &*c. 
Lero, lero, ec. | 
Lero, lero, &+c. | +Y 
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O but why- do's he ſtay behind ? 
Lilli, ec. 
Ho by my Shoul *tis a Proteſtant VVind, 
Lilli, ec. 
Lero, lero, &c. 
Lero, lero, &c. 


Now T ] is come a-ſhore, 
L illi, ec. 

And we ſhall have Commiſſions gillore, 
Lilli, ec. 


Lero, lero, ec. 
Lero, lero, &c. 
And he dat will not go to Mals, 
Lilli, ec. 
Shall turn out and look like an Als, 
Lilli, exc. 
Lero, lero, exc. 
Lero, lero, &c. 
Now now de Hereticks all go down, 
Lilli, exc. 
By Chreiſt and St. Patrick de Nation's our own, 
Lilli, ec. 
Lero, lcro, ec. 
Lero, lero, gc. 
There is an old Propheſic found in a Bog, 
Lilli, exc. 
That Ireland ſhould be rnl'd by an Aſs and a Dog, 
Lilli, &c. 
Lero, lero, &c. 
And now this Prophecy is come to pals, 
Lilli, &*c. 
For T —-but's the Dog, and Tyr —=zel's the Aſs; 
Lilli, &*c. 
Leto, lero, &c. 


may Ys. 


Tom 


I c 
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Tom Tyler ; or the Narſe. 


Ld Stories of a Tyler ſing, 

That did attempt to be a King * 
Our Age is with a Tyler grac'd, 
By more prepoſterous Planets raisd. 
His Cap with Focky's match'd together, 
Turr'd to a Beaver and a Feather ; 
His Clay transform'd to YellowGuilt, 
And Trowel to a Silver Hilt. 

His Lady from the Tiles and Bricks, 
Kidnap'd to Court in Coach and Six; 
Her Arms a ſucking Frince embrace, 

( Whater you think ) of Roval Race: 
A Prince, come in the Nick of Time 

( Bleſs#d Dada |! 'tis a Venial Crime 
That ſhall repeal our Breach of State, 
While all the World congratulate, 

+ Shall, like his Sire, ſuppreſs the Juſt, 

* Raiſe Knaves and.Fools to place of Truſt ; 
T7.sand/V— e, who ſought his Fate, 
Tylers and Macs, two Chits of State, 

Kut here, uchappy Babe, Alaſs, 

| cannot but lament thy Cale ! 

That Thou,fed up with Rome's ſtrong Meat. 
Shou'd long for Milk of Heretick Teats ! 
Among the Daughters was there none 
Worthy to Nurſe a Monarch's Son, 

That Thou, in ſpight of all the Prielts, 
Shoudſt long for Milk of Heretick Breaſts ? 
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But if thy Uncle, who before 
Was always right, chang the laſt hour, 
If thy undoubted Sire, ſo ſage, 
Declar'd th? Evening of his age ; 
Why ſhow'dſt not thou, Papi## fo ſoon, 
Be a ſtanch Proteſtant &re Noon ? 

This ſaid, the Tyler laugh'd in's Sleeve, 
And toak his Audience of Leave, 
The Prince who an{wer'd ne're a Word, 
Thathe ſhou'd Travel did accord ; 
To Pars, ſent to learn Grimace, 
ToSwear and Damn with a Boon Grace, 


I—— 
L—_— ——— 


To the Haters of Popery, 


By what Names or Titles ſoever digni- | 


fied or diſtinguiſhed. 


Hus'twas of Old : then Iſrael felt the Rod, 


When they obey*d their Kings andnot their God? : 


When they went Whoring after other- Loves, - 
To worſhip 1dels in new planted Groves. 
They made their Gods of Sikver, Wood and S:one, 


And bow'd and worſhipp'd them when they had done | 


They made 'em things call'd Priests; Prieſts did 1 
A Crew of Villas more Prophane than they. 

Hence ſprung that Romiſh Crew, firſt ſpawn'd in Hell 
Who now in vice their Pedagogues excell; 


And to compleat their Ss in every way, Fly 


Their 
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Their Church conſiſts of vicious Popes, the reſt 
Are whoreing Nuns, and bawdy Bugg'ring Prieſts. 

A Noble Church; dawb'd with Religious Paint, 
Each Prieſt's a Stallion, every Rogne's a Saint. 
Come you that, loath bis Brood : this murthering 
Your Predeceſſors well their Mercies knew. (Crew, 
Take courage now, and be both boldand wiſe ; 
Stand for your Laws, Religion, Liberties, 

You have the odds, the Law is ſtill your own, 
They're but your 7raztors,therefore-pullthem down; 
They ſtruck with fear for to deſtroy your Laws 
There, raving mad, you ſee they fix their paws, 
Becauſe from them they fear their fatal fall, 

An by them Laws they know youll hang them all : 
Then keep our Laws, the Penal and the reft, 

And give your Liver up Cer yougive the Te#F. 
And thou great Church of England hold thy own, 
Force you they may, otherwiſe give up none, | 
Robbers & thieves muſt pay for what they've done. 
Let all thy mighty PiYars now appear 

Zeal:us and brave, void both of hate and fear: 

That Popiſh Fops may grin, lie cheat and whine; 
And curte their Fairh, while all admire thine: 

And thou brave Oxford, Cambridge, and the Teſt, 
Great Hough and Fairfax, that durit beard the Beaſt. 
Let all the Juſt with thanks record their name 

On ſtanding Pars of immortal fame. 


Let God ariſe, and his Enemies periſh 
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Proteſtantiſm Reviv'd : or the Perſe- 
cuting Church Triumphing. 


N Sable Weeds I ſaw a Matron clad, (was fad, 
Whoſe Looks were grave, whoſe Countenance 
Penſive with care, ſhe muſing fate alone, 
Her State too too unhappy to bemoan ; 
Deep bitter pangs I ſaw her undergo, 
And pay the tributary. drops of woe, 
So wept Ducalion when he ſaw the State 
And face of Nature chang'd and deſolate. 
By this dumb Elegy a while {i expreſt .. 
The gloomy ſorrows of her troubled breaſt. 
Then heaving up her head, ſhe filence broke, 
And with a heavy ſigh dejected ſpoke. 
Good God ! what grief ſurrounds my aged head ! 
What new diſtrafting woes I daily wed ! | 
Who am by ſpightful Foes in triumph led : 0 
They pierce my ſide with wound, they break my reſt, 


And ſnatch my ſucking Children from my breaſt - I 
My elder Sons inhumanely they treat, | 

My weaker ones they bubble with Deceit. þ 
Thus they inſult, thus put me to diſgrace, 7 
And ſpit their frothy Venom in my face : B 
My growing ſorrows to compleat the more, R 
I'm flouted by a Babyloniſh Whore. 7 


« 1 


I muſt not die, though with my Saviour bleed, 
But humbly ſhould in after-times ſucceed : 


ps 
— 


Put me to death they can't, ſince Heav'n led, © 


What 
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V Vhat moſt my anxious Soul tormented hath, 
Is, he that ſhould defend, betrays my Faith. 
Thus, thus abus'd, Ym to all Griefs betray'd, 
Thus my Delights are double Sorrows made. 
VVho eer was curb'd by ſuch a Concubine? 
Who ſo perplex'd ?- was ever grief like mine ? 

Then ſhe bow'd down her head, and with her tears 
Bedew'd the parched Earth : when ſtreight appears 
A Comforter by pittying Heaven ſent 
To raiſe her drooping Spirits almoſt ſpent : 
Who when he had reſpectful Homage paid, 
In terms obliging reverently ſaid, 

Mother, 1 know the cauſe of all thy Gricf, 
I'm ſent thy Succour, and thy true Relief : 
Thy God has heard thy Sighs, thy faithful Prayers, 
And graciouſly receiv'd thy flowing Tears : 
111 wipe them off, Pil rugged Grief expel, 
And uſual Joy ſhall in thy Count'nance dwell : 
þve made thy haughty Domineerers bow, 
And own their Lives they to my bounty owe : 
I've foild them all, 1 have difarm'd them quite, 
They have the power to bark, but not to bite. 
To eaſe your pain, by th' God of Heav'n Ym ſent, 
He acts, and Fm the Honour'd Inſtrument. 

Then ſhe aroſe, Joy ſmiling in her Eve, 
And with a cheerful Voice did thus reply : 
Thanks gracious God, thanks thou Victorious Son, 
By whom | have my wonted Glory won : 
Rejoyce my Sons, and Hallelujabs ſing 
Unto our Saviour, our Triumphant King. 
For | an Anthem will compote, and then, 

We'll ſweetly found it to our God. Amen. 


F 
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A View of the Religion of the Town : 
or a Sunday Mornings Ramble, 


's> Saturday night we fate late at the Roſe, 
Carouſing a glaſs to our Wives Repoſle, 
After our uſual Mode ; 
Till we dank fo long, 
That Religion came on, 
For we were full of the God. 
— At Proand Con 
V'e held till One, 
And then we agreed in the Cloſe 
To let Wording alone, 
And Ramble the "i own, 
To fee how Religion grows. 
l I. 
We began at the Church- of Saint Peter, 
'Whoſe Prebends make many Mouths water, 
Religion did here, 
Like Grave Matron appear, 
Neat, but not Gawdy, like Courtezan Rome, 
Plain, but no Blut, like your Geneva Dame. 
She hath on an old Stuff, 
With a Primitive Rufl, 
And round the Seam of her Veſt, 
In Muſick-Notes ſcrawl'd all o'er, 
 Lojalty expreſsd ſhe bore, 
By which at her Church we gueſs d, 
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J$3 
At the Tombs we did peep, 
Where the Kings were aſleep, 
And the Choire melodiouſly chanted, 
Without any concern, 
As we could diſcern 
Of being Be- Quo-warranted. 
And we fancy, at the laſt caſt ( Sir ) 
When among the reſt 
They come to the Teft, 
Saint Petey will deny his Maſter, 
I'Y. 
Then ſhifring our Proteſtant Dreſs, 
To the Royal Chappel we prels, 
Where Religion was fine indeed, 
But with Facings and Fringings, 
With Croſlings and Cringings, 
Entirely run up to Seed, 
Good God, what diſtraction there reign'd, 
Where Union in Worſhip was feign'd ! 
For | ſpy'd a poor Maid 
Juſt come to the Trade, 
( For I fancy ſhe was but a Learner ) 
W ho was but at molt (Sir) 
Half through Pater-Noſter, 
When the Prieſt was at Amen-Corney. 
V. 
Not an Iriſh-mens Breeches has half the Petitions 
We ſaw put up there for various Conditions, 
Sent to the bleſs'd Maid 
With Care and with Speed, 
And ſhe ſoon had a Fellow-feeling, 
For ſhe was not far off, 
\t But got up aloff, 
Molt curiouſly drawn on the Ceiling F2 By 
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By the Royal command; 
Where Verrio's great Hand 

(Such to the Saints is his Love ) 
To the Virgin has given 
As glorious a Heaven, 

AS that ſhe enjoys and reigns in above. 
Whether like the Rogue drew her, 
They can tell beſt that knew her, 

Tho moſt men are apt to conjecture, 
When he drew the ble(s'd Maid 
( Moral Fancy to aid ) 
His Miſtreſs ſat for the Picture. 
VI. 

Ther, bidding Farewel to their Goddeſs and them, 

We put in at the Saw, or New Amſterdam, | 

Not to find oyr Religion, but to ſee ſome odd Sights 

To which Father Corker's Chappel invites . 

As in ours ſometimes we plac'd Saints and Martyrs, 

So this Holy Room was ſurrounded with Traytors, 
In Halters there hung, » 

Juſt ſo as they ſwung, 

Saint Coleman, and moſt of the Gang ( Boy ) 

And wan't it for ſomething 
That's juſt next to nothing, 
Perhaps there had hung our new Enyoy, 
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The Papiſts Exaltation, on His High- 
neſs the Prince of Orange, His Arri- 
val in London. | 


Ow, now, the Prince is come to Town, 
The Nations Dread and Hope ; 
Who will ſupport the Church and Throne, 
Againſt the Turk and Pope, 
The Folks are fled that were the Head, 
The prop of Popery, 
If all be true as it's ſaid : 
Then bey Boys up go we. 
The Queen with her Adopted Heir, 
is on her way to Rome ; 
And all Undone, has left us here, 
Toend the Dance at home: 
The Holy Fathers too are flown, 
Saint Petre Gregory, 
And if our Cauſe ſhould once go down, 
Then hey Boys up go we. 
Sk——, $b , fled for fear, 
Have renderd up the Keys; 
And now our Magazine of War 
[s made the ſeat of Peace. 
The Chancellor is in the Power, 
A wotful ſight to ſee ; 
And when he by the Head is lower , 
Then hey Boys up go we, 


EY 
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Lord A I and B "A 
With P s are withdrawn ; 
The VVorld had not ſuch Braves as theſe 
Toguard the Popiſh throne. 
VVhen P turn'd of late, 
VVith brawny $ 
Their haughty Necks ſubmit to Fate, 
Then hey Boys up po we. 
Poulton 18 in Newpate fait, 
And ſome fay Father Petre ; 
If they at Tyburn Swing at laſt, 
V'Vho can die Martyrs greater ; 
V'Vhen Father El/lz is withdrawn, 
VVho was ſo bold and free, 
And Conqueſt for his Tongue is flown, 
Then hey Boys up go we. 
The Orange grafted in White-ball, 
And Lucas in the Tower ; 
The Fathers fled both great and ſmall, 
*Tis time that we ſhould ſcowre. 
The Rabble they have eas'd the Town 
Of Prieſts and Popery ; 
VVhen once they pull the Chappels down, 
Then hey Boys up go we. 
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The Explanation. 


—— — 


To the Tune of, /7ey Boys up go we, 


I. 
* + Prieſts in Holy Pilgrimage, 
uite through the Land have gone, 
Survey Bo each Religious Houſe 
Of Abbot, Fry'r, and Nun | 
The yearly Rent, 
And full Extent 
Ofevery one they know ; 
And in whoſe hands 
Are all our Lands, 
As ancient Writers ſhow. 
I I. 
Thoſe Places all ſhall be reſtor'd, 
As in ſhort time you'll hear ; 
I know the Man has paſs'd his word, 
Of which you need not fear : 
He did ne'er evade 
| One Promiſe made, 
Nor faild a Friend in Woe; 
But when twill be, 
Nor 1, nor he, 
Nor the Devil himſelf does know. 
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ILL 
Religious Men ſhall hither haſte, 
Their Zeal ſhall make them run ; 
The Jeſuits ſhall your Wives keep Chalſtc, 
Each Fry'r Confelſs his Nun : 
The Men ſhall Shrive, 
The Women 
So all ſhall be forgiven ; 
Your Daughters W hore, 
Then quit their Score, 
. And make them fit for Heaven. 
I'V. 
For Lady Abbeſs ſhall appear 
An old Flux'd Bawd or Punk, 
Has done both ways theſe threeſcore years, 
Talk'd Bawdy, and been Drunk ; 
Religious Puns 
To teach the Nuns 
Committed to her Charge ; 
And mortific 
Their L——— 
As Nature does enlarge. 
V, 
The Veſtals all ſhall Virgins be 
That never went aſtray, 
Have been train'd up Religiouſly 
The clean contrary way : 
In Fulian's Song 
For Whoring long, 
Tho oft they*ve noted been ; 
Nature of Force 
Will have its Courſe, 
*'T was all but Venial Sin, 
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V I. 
Your Colledges-ſhall be our own, 
As vacancy does fall; 
Well ſtrip each Doctor of his Gown, 
The Parſons turn out all : 
Their Revenues great, 
With pleaſant Seat, 
The Church to us has given, 
To ſing you Maſs, 
Confeſs each Aſs, 
And make you fit for Heaven. 
VII. 
Nor will we any longer wait, 
After ſuch notice given ; 
Nor ſhall they in the Pulpits prate, 
Or teach the way to Heaven : 
*Tis our Province, 
You to convince ; 
Our Arguments ſhall be, 
Without Diſpute 
To make you mute, 
Then, Hey Boys, up go we. 
V 111. 
Now, Hereticks, conſider well 
The Game you have to play ; 
You yet may keep on this ſide Hell, 
[f warnd by what we fay : 
But eer your Lands 
Shall *(cape our hands, 
Which have been long our due ; 
We'll Stab, we'll Shoot, 
And Damn to boot, - 
Then, Hey Boys, up go you. 
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A New Song on the Prince and Princeſs 
of Orange, 


£ * 
glnce Orange 1s on Brittiſh Land, 
That Proteſtant who will not ſtand 
To him, and under his Command, 
| Befriends the Romiſh Cauſe, 
F Gives all our Liberties away, 
Our Lives to Popith Prieſts a prey, 
And Magna Charta does betray 
The Teſt and Penal Laws. 
IL 
Bid too Nuſtrious 2491 appear, 
We ſhant have then more cauſe tofear; 
From any Jeſuit practice here, 
The Lawful Heir to cheat. 
Then to her Highneſs a full Glaſs, 
The Second Faith-defending Lats, 
And to her Good Man : but the Maſs 
Let Providence defeat. 
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—— 


Tyrconnel's diſtrafted Readings upon 
his Iriſh Forces in England, In Allu- 
ſion to Mr. Cowley 's Pindarick Ode 
upon deftiny. Hoc quoque farale eſt 
{ic ipſum expendere fatum. Mani. 


G. 
1-QTrange and unnatural, let's ſtay and ſee 
This Pageant of a Prodigy. 
2. Lo,of themlelves, Dear Foyes, like Cheſs- men move; 
Lo, the unbred, ill-contrivid Machins prove 
As full of Craft and Cruelty, 
Of Baſeneſs and of Butchery, 
As we our ſelf, who fear'd they wa'n't ſo fierce as wes 
Here a proud Paws in Ir; ſhape Vadmire, 
That ftill defigning higher, 
. (Till the Fool loſt his Lox 
' By blabbing out their Plex, 
Foretelling the deſfign'd St. Clements flood 
He hoped to ſee run with Heretick Blood. 
4 For which twice Whipt, that done, 
And's Gauntlet Race begun ) ' 
At the Goal end became 
Another Thing and Nawe: 
6, Here I'm amaz'd at the aftions of a Knight, 
| That does bold Planders in no Fight ; 

[ Whoſe Landlords {wear he hasloſt his Senfes quite 
For he can't hear their Wrongs, nor ſee to do them 
7. Herel, (woe's me)Uſurping Rooks do blame,(Right, 

For thoſe fallegves,that thus has brokeour Game ; 
| | | That 
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That to their Grave the Bag,thoſe Conquer'd Ma- 
(chines bring, 
But above all; th' } Condu&# of the Mated King. 
[1]. 
Whar er theſe ſeem, what &er Philoſophy 
And Senſe and Rezaſor tell, faid I, 
Theſe Tools have Life, Ele#ion, Liberty, 
'Tis their own Native Wiſdom Molds their State ; 
Their Wit and Folly make their Fate, 
They do, they do, ſaid I, but ſtrait, 
Lo,from my enlightned Eyes, the Miſts and Shadows 
(fell, 


Which hinder Spirits from being Viſible ; 
1: And then appear'd the Locuſts come from Hell ; 
When Lo, 1 ſee the Feſuits play'd the M ate. 
With them, alas ! no otherwiſe it proves ; 
An unſeen Hand makes all their Moves ; 
And ſome are Great, and fome are Small, 
Some climb from good, ſome from good Fortune fall; 
Thoſe ſenceleſs Teagues,and theſe Dear Foys we call 
Figures, alas, of Speech, for Pop'ry plays us all. 
III 


Me from the Womb, Midwife Pope Foan did take 
She cut my Navel, Waſh'd me, and my Head 

With her own Hands ſhe Faſhoned ; 
She did a Covenant with me make, 

And Circumciz'd my tender Soul,and thus ſhe ſpake : 
Thou Bigot of my Rowan Church ſhall be ; 

- Hate and Renonnce (laid ſhe) 
Senſe, Reaſon, Laws and Teſt, Fuſtice and Truth for me. 
So ſhalt thou great at Cyurt be, but in War 

5. Thy flight from Dubliz Gallows will thee bar. 


Poaſt 
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Boaſt thou of thy great fertile Praiſe, 
Thy deſign'd Maſſacre will Taiſe, 
Although thou liv'ſt not to enjoy the' Bays. 
She ſpoke, and all my years to come 
Bewitch'd took their unlucky Doom. 


Their ſeveral ways of Lifelet others chuſe ; 


Their ſeyeral-Fleaſures let them uſe : 
But I was Born for Hate and to Abuſe. 
IV. 
With Fate what boots it to contend ? 
Such I begun, ſuch-am, and ſo muſt end ; 
The Star that did my Being frame, 
Was but a Lambent Flame : 
And fome ſmall Light it did diſpence, 
But neither Wit nor Senſe, 
Nor Heat, nor Influence. 
No matter Talbot, let the Blind Goddeſs ice 
How Grarefu/ thou can'ſt be, 
For all her Elegible Gifts conferr'd on thee, 
( Specifick Eſſences of Popery ) 
As Folly, Luſt and Flattery, 
Fraud, Extortion, Calumny, 
Murther, Self-will and Infidelity, 
© _ Cowardiſe and Hypocricy, 
Do thou Rejoyce, not Bluſh to be, 
As all th” Inſpir'd Di/mgenuous Men, 
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1. And all thy Damnd Fore-Fathers were, from 


( Martell down to Pen, 
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Notes on the Firft Stanza. 


1. OTrange and Unnatural, It's as Strange that 

England ſhould want Ireland, as.it is Unnatu- 
ral for her War-like Spirits to brook their Infantry's 
Aſſiſtance. 

2. Themſelves. By their Barbarous, Thieviſh, and 
Rapatious Behaviors, where ever they Marched,one 
would think, they had no Officer to Command 
them. 

3. A Dear Foy twice Whipt in Covent-Garden, for 
ſaying he hoped to ſee the Streets run with Hereti- 
cal Blood on St. Clement's Day at Night, when, it 
ſeems, the Maſſacre was deſigned to be. 

4. Viz. For diſcovering the Plot ; not for. the 
Words ſpeaking, as the gulled Proteſtants were 
made to believe. 

5. Another Thing and Name, Viz, The Iriſh Gen- 
2 tleman Souldier by Father Whip and Gauntlet, was 
# immediately Tranſubſtantiated into a Caſheired 
I Scoundrel Rogue. 

6. An Iriſh Spark, whoſe behaviour in his ſundry 
Quarters from Cheſter to London and. Port [mouth pro- 
claim him. 

7. Uſurping Rooks, 5. e: The Iriſh Priefts, not con- 
tent with their own natural Motions, but endeavou- 
red to leap over the _— Heads, to make Vacan- 
cies for their own Perſwaſion. T, 
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Notes 0n the Second Stanza. 


1. Ocufts. It was the Opinion of that Reverend 
Divine Mr. 7ofeph Mead, and that Immor- 


tal Philoſopher Dr. Henry Moor, that the Feſxits ave 


meant by the Locuſts from the Bottomleſs Pit, in the 
gth Chapter of the Revelations. 


Notes 0n the Third Stanza. 


Hen Tepſon, Wareing, and Tomſon,were Ex- 
ecuted at the Gallows at Dublinfor Blood's 
Plot againft the late Duke of Ormond, in the year 
1663. ſome people cryed out a Reſcue, a Reſcue, 
which was fuſpected; at which $oo0oo of the gen- 
tle Spectators at leait, run away trom the Gallows, 
amongit which this Famous Warrior by the name 
of Colonel T —- bt, ſpurred on to the Gates of the 
City, which finding ſhut againſt him, Couragiouſly 
ventured his Life 1o fave it, by Swiming over the 


Liffe. 


I. 


Notes of the Fourth Stanza, 


I, Harles Martell, Son of the Whore Alpayde, 
(by Pipin the French Ring) the Great Church 
Robber, and firſt violater of Tythes in the Chriſtien 
World, and 77/1. Pez the Second : For which Mar- 
tell was Damn'd, or the Legend Lies : For Euche- 
rie 
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rie Biſhop of Orleance, in a Viſion, ſaw him in Hell 
Torments : And that Excherie might believe what 
he ſaw, an Angel inſtructed him to ſeek for Martell 
in his Sepulchre, which he did, but found him not, 
but the Place all black, and inſtead of Martell a 
direful Serpent, as you have # in the Annals of Or- 
leance. 
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A New Proteſtant Litany. 


_ the Race of Tpnatius, and all their Col- 
( leagues, 
From. all the long Counſels of Bowgres and Teagues, 

And from Papacy Rampant, and all her Intreagues, 
Libra Nos, Gtc. 
From- Cobweb Laun-Charters, from ſham-freedom 
( Banters, 

Our Liberty keepers, and New-Goſpel-Planters, 
In the truſty kind hands of our great Quo Warranters, 
Libera Nos, &c. 
From High Court Commiſſtons,to Rowe to Rejoyn us, 
From a Radamanth Chanclor, the Weſtern Judge 
( Mines, 

Made Head of the Church by new Fure-Divino's, 
| Libera Nos, &c. 
From our great Teſt Records, cut out into Thrums, 
From Waſte Paper Law,us'd with Paſties and Plums, 
Magna Charta, Magna Farta,made Fodder for Bums, 


Libera Nos, GC, 


From 
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From a new-found Srone- Doublet to th? old Sleeves 
( of Laun, 
And all to make room forthe Pope-Lander Spawn ; 
To ſee a Babe Born, through Bed-Curtains Cloſe 
( Drawn, 
Libera Nos, &C. 
From reſolving o'er Night, where to Lye-in to 
( Morrow, 
And from cunning Back-door to let Midwife 
( thorough, 
Eight Months Full- grown Man-Child, Born without 
( Pang or Sorrow, 
Libera Nis, GC. 
From a Godfather Pope to the Heir of a Throne; 
From three Chriſtian Names to one Sur-name_un- 
( known, 
With a Tyler Milch-Nurſe; now the Mothers Milk's 
gone, 
Libera Nos, &c. 
From Gun-Powder Bonfires, all turn'd out of play, 
Nota poor Window Candle dareto give a ſtoln Ray, 
But all kept reſery'd for Great Simme!'s Birth Day, 
Libera Nos, GC; 
From Dad Petre's Pilots at th' Helm to befriend us; 
With all hands that Pope, Turk,or Devil can lend us, 
And all for a Second Queen Beſs to defend us, 
Libera Nos, GC. 
From Nuntio's from Rome to conſult how to drub 
The Proteſtant Hydra by our Hercules Club ; 
And a Warming-panPlet,worle than Celliers Meal-Twb, 
Libera Nos, &c; 


From 
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From old hundred of thouſand Pound Fines under- 
| rated, 
Ruſſel's Head for his Common Houſe Votes Toe 
And Efſex's Razor at Rome Conlecrated, 
| Libera Nos, GC, 
From Sampſon-Cord Oaths, ſnapt aſunder with eaſe ; 
From: No Faith in Man, Colemas's - Mouth with a 
( ſqueeze 
Stop'd to tell no more Tales of Father Le Cheſe, 
Libera Nos, GC. 
From old Dunkirk ſold for a Song and a Dance, 
The Proteſtant long deſign'd Cauſe to Advance, 
By MoſtChriſtianReformers,the Dragoons of France, 
| | Libera Nos, &Cc. 
From ſupporting our Church Alamode Magdalano , 
From Mabomet Menſieur our new Lord S2ldans, 
Andthe Engliſh Pipes tun'd to French Fiſtula in ano, 
| Libera Nos, GC, 
From Tyrconne!'s Bog-trotters at th' old Trade of 
| ( Throat-cutting, 
From new Conqu'ring; Ireland for the th' Engliſh old 
| | ( footing, 
And fromSacrament Oaths of North Hereſie rooting, 
Libera Nos, GC, 
From Judges with Empſom and Dudley's Infection, 
From'Knaves in Fools Coats,by Infall;ble Direction, 
Raiſing Heretick Armies for the Roman Protection, 
Liber Nos, &c 
From threeſcore thouſand Crowns, under Planet 
| ( malignant, 
Given Loretto's great Lady,that famous Heav'n Reg- 
h ( nant, 
To purchaſe no more than a paor Cuſhion Pregnant, 
| , Libera Nos, oc, 
. 
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Fiom a Courage of Steel with Intelle&s [.caden, 
From Renouncing Three Crowns, andall for God- 
( Breden, 
To follow the Dance of Chriſtiana of Sweden, 
Libera Nos, &c. 
From giving our Parliament Writs a withdraw, 
Our laſt Game for preventingof Fuſftice and Law, 
In hopes of Concealing our dear Cluven Paw, 
Libera Net, GC. 


A New Litany for the Holy Time of 
LEN T: 


I. 

Rom all the Women We have whor'd 

From being bound to keep Our Word, 
From Civil Broils and Foreign Sword, 
| Libera nos Domine. 
IT. 
; From ſtore of Ships and want of Men, 
, From leaping into the Lyons Den, 

From a Dutch-War, and Burner's Pen, 


} Libera nos, GC. 

1, I IT. | 
C, From Bombs of France, and Bulls of Rome, 
{ From being Hen-peck'd worſe- at Home, 

t, From D inſatiate Womb, 


Libera nos, &C. 
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I V, 
From Toleration and ſuch Nonſenſe, 


-. From granting Liberty of Conſcience 


To Heretjcks, againſt their own Senſe, 


Libera nos, GC. 


| V. 
From hopes we ſhall Diſſenters bring 
To Union with a Popiſh King, 
And P—-3, that managd the whole thing, 


Libera nos, GC. 


VI. 
From ſtanding of our Slaves in dread, 
From being by the Prieſthood led 
From Engliſh-Limbs, to a Roman-Head, 
Libera nos, GC. 
6 V IL 
From Oxford, faithful to his Truſt, 
From being to Our Promiſe Juſt, 
From M—— Pride to his'V Vive's Luſt, 


Libera Nos, Vc. 


| __ FF 
From Somerſet and baughty Lory, 
That would Eclipſe our Roman Glory, 
And make a Jeſt of: Purgatory, 


I X; 
From Parliaments that dare oppoſe, 
And lead their Soveraign by the:Noſe, 
And from the Sanguinary Laws, 


Libera nos, GC: 


Libera ms, &c, 
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X, 
From ſuch as will not do their beſt 
To take off Penal-Laws and Teſt : 
From Stamford, Grey, and all the reſt, 
Libera nos, GC. 
X I. 
VVe humble do beſeech thee Lord, 
That we may Govern by the Sword, 
And Berwick know no other V Yord, 
Queſimus te audire nos Domine. 
X1l. 
That it may pleaſe while we do Reign, 
VVhatever Neighbour Rules the Main, 
To make us great in our Campaign, 
Queſimus te, GC. 
XI11, 
That it may be enough for theſe, 
VVhile others Towns and Caſtles ſeize, 
To ſtorm 'em here in Effigies, 
, | Queſimns te, GC. 
X1V. 
That they may feaſt and make a Noiſe, 
And with their Volleys rend the Skies, 
Againſt a flock of Butter-flys, 
Queſimns te, QC. 
X V. 
That it may pleaſe thee to repair 
Lord P=—;s, who is in deſpair, 
And furniſh England with an Heir, 
| Queſimus te, GC. 
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X V I. 
That it may be a Prince of Wales, 
And if the Smock and Dada fails, 
Adopt a Brat of Neddy H——, 
Queſimus te, &c. 
XVIL 
That it may prove its Fathers Hope, 
Reſtore the Nuncio and the Pope, 
And fave Old Petre from the Rope, 
Queſimnus te, &c. 
XVIII. 
That we with Members may be bleſs'd, 
In ſuch a Parliament poſleſs'd, 
As ſhall Annul the Bloody Teſt, 
Queſimus te, GC. 
X1IX. | 
That we have time before we dye 
To ſettle Church and Popery, 
That Father Condon may not fly, 
Queſimus te, &C. 
Grant we never croſs the Main, 
To be a Geneal for Spain, 
And neyer ſce Breda again, 
Queſimus te, GC; 
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The Council. 


To the Tune of, Jamaica. 


I. 
W O Toms and Nat, 
In Council fat, 
To rigg out a Thanſgiving, 
And make a Prayer, 
For a thing in the Air, 
That'sneither Deadnor Living. 
I 1. 
The Dame of Ez 
As 'tis Expreſs'd, 
In her latequaint Epiſtle, 
Did to our Lady, 
Bequeath the Baby, 
With Coral, Bells and Whiſtle, 
LIT. 
With this intent, ſhe to her ſent 
Her Gold and Diamond Bodkin, 
That to conceive, 
She might have leave ; 
And is not this an odd thing ? 
I 'V, 
Then a Pot of Ale, 
To the Prince of Wales, 
Tho fome are of Opinion, 
That when *tis come out, 
A Double Clout 
Will coyer his Dominion, 
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The Audience, 


H E Criticks that pretend to Senſe, 
Do cavil at the Audience, 

As if his Grace were not as good, 
To bow to, as a piece of Wood. 
Did not our Fathers heretofore 
Their ſenſleſs Deities adore ? 
Did not Old Delphos all along 
Vent Oracles without a Tongue ? 
And wiſeſt Monarchs did imporune 
From the dumb God to know their Fortune, 
Did not the Speaking-Head of late, 
Of.matters Learnedly Debate? 
And rendred without Tongue or Ears 
Wiſe anſwers to his whiſp'ring Peers ? 
And ſhall we to a living Prince 
Deny the State of Audience ? 
W hat tho the Fantling cannot ſpeak ? 
Yet like the Blockliead he may ſqueak ; 
Give Audience by Interpreter, 
The wileſt Prince can do no more. 

Then enter with a Princes Banner 
Sir Charles, after the uſual manner. 
Great Sir, His Holineſs from Rome 
Greets your high Birth. [he Prince cry'd Mum, 
The Conſecrated Pilch and Clout, 
If you'll vouchſafe to hear me out, 
And many other Toys I'm come 
Te lay them to your ſacred Bum, 


+ Great 


- + 3 3}..2* YO TO FREIE —_ a by 
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So young, yet ſuch a Godlike Ray ! 
Phebus, your Dad, was Prieſt D-—3, 
Great Prince, I have no more to ſay. 
Conducted next their comes, Great Sir, 
An Envoy from the Emperor, 

To Gratulate your lucky Fate, 


That gives to Englands Throne new date; 


Wejoy that any thing ſhould Reign, 
To baffle Orange and the Dare. 

The Youth, to ſee them thus beguil'd, 
In token of his favour, ſmiPd. 

But at the Spaniard laugh'd outright. 
As ſhamm'd again in Eighty Eighr. 
Next, having paſs'd the inward Centry, 
The doubtful Meox/ieur made his entry. 
The King, my Maſter, Sir, has ſent 
Your Royal Birth to complement ; 

If _ will make it but appear, 

That you are Englands Lawful Heir. 
Here Lady P-— & took him ſhort, 
Have you a King ? Thank Maz'rine for'! 


Fr, man] Whoe're the Father as, the Mother 
Was France's Q. (P= &) Who queſtions t'other 2 


At this Reprooft he pawn'd a Vurle, 
And parting made his peace with Nurſe, 


The Dane, the Suede, with other Nations, 


Come in with loud Congratulations. 
Upon the Suede ſo fam'd for Battel, 
He caſt a frown, and ſhook his Rattle, 
And for the Dane, who took the part 
Of good Prince George, he let a fart. 
This put him in a ſullen fit, 

Nurſe ſcarce could dance him out of it. 
VVhen an Embaſlador from Poland, 


Knock'd at the Door,and Yelt from Holland, 


39 


z 
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He crying ſuck'd, and ſucking cry'd, 
 V'Vhen Lady Governeſs reply'd, 

Peace, Prince,peace, Prince,PeaCe,prettyPrince 
And let the States have Audience. 

- Dutch-man.] From Holland I am hither ſent, 
To Challenge, not to Complement. 

Prepare with ſpeed your Twenty Sail, 

Your twice four thouſand on the Nall ; 

Which by your Senate was enatted, 

With Orange, when your Sire contrafted. 
The Name of Holland did aftright, 

And make th'young Hero ſcream outright, 
But, Orange nam'd, the Royal Elf, 

The ſweet, ſweet Babe, beſhit himſelf. 
Tyrconnel, who came o're no leſs 

Than to be made his Governeſs, 

To take her leave, by luck came in, 

She ſuck'd his Noſe, and lick'd him clean, 
Laſt came the Lady H— from Play, 


Mov'd by Inſtinct he cry'd, Mamma, 
And poſted to the Queen away. 
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Ce et. M 
b — 


The States-Man's Almanack ; Being 
an Excellent New Ballad, in” which 
the Qualities of each Month are con- 
ſider d; whereby it appears, that a 
Parliament cannot meet in any of the. 
Old Months: With a Propoſal for 
mending the Kalender, humbly of. 
fered to the Packers of the next 
Parliament. 


To the Tune of, Cold aud Raw, Sc. 


PROLOGUM 


HE talk up and down, 
in Country and Town, 
Has been long of Parliaments fitting, 
But we'll make it clear, 
Ner a month in the Year, 
Is proper for ſuch a Meeting, 
I I. 
The Judges declare it, 
e The Miniſters ſwear it, 
And the Town as a Tale receives it ; 
Let them ſay what they can, 
There's never a Man, 
Except God's Vicegerent, believes it. 


IIL 
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III, 
If the Criticks in-ſpight, 
Our Arguments ſlight, 
And think 'em too light for the Maſter : 
It has often heen known, 
That Men on a Throne, 
Have Hrarang'd the whole Realm with no better, 
I V. 
For in times of Old, 
When Kings were leſs bold 
And made for their faults Excuſes : 
Such Topicks as theſe, 
| The Commons to pleaſe, 
3 Did ſerve. for moſt Excellent Uſes. 
| , V. 
Either Chriſtmas came on, 
Or Harveſt begun, 
And all muſt repair to their Station: 


*T was too Dry, or too Wet, 
For the Houſes to Sit, ; 
And Hey for a Prorogation, 
VI. 
Then, Sir, if you pleaſe, B 


With ſuch Reaſous as theſe, 

Let's ſee how each Moon is appointed : 
For thoit be ſtrange, L 
In all her Change, 4 

She Fayours not God's Anointed. | 
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The ALMANACK. 


anuary. I. 

J SHE firſt is too cold, 

- For Popery to hold, 

Since Southern Climats Improve it: 
And therefore in Froſt, 

"Tis Odds bur it's loſt, 

If they offer to remove it. 

February. [ I. 
The next do's betide, 

( Tho then the King dy d)) 

Ill lack, and they muſt not be tampring : 
For had not Providence quick, 
Cool'd his Head i'th' Nick, 

Fore God they were all a ſcampring. 

M arch. III, 

The Month of Old Rome, 
Has an Omen with ſome , 

But the ſleeping Wind then Rouzes, 

And truſt not the crowd, 

When Storms are ſo loud, 
Leſt their Breath infect the Houſes. 
April, I'V. 

In this by Miihap, 

Southask had a Clap, by 

Which pepper'd our Gracious Maſter : 
And therefore 'th* Spring, 

He muſt Phyſick his Thing, 
And venture no new Diſaſter. 
May. © V. 
"This Month is too good, 
And too luſty his Blood, To 
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To be for Buſineſs at leiſure, 
With his Confeffors leave, 
. Honeſt Bridget may give, 
The Fumbler Royal his Pleaſure. 
Tue. VI. 
The Brains of the State, 
Have been too hot of late, +. 
They have manag'd all Buſineſs in rapture : 
And to call us in Fune, | 
Is much to the ſame Tune, 
Being mad to the end of the Chapter, 
Fuly. VIL 
This Seaſon was made 
For Camp and Parade, 
Where withthe Expence of his Treaſures ; 
Of much Sweat and Pains, 
Diſcreetly he Trains, 
Such Men, as will break all his Meaſures, 
Auguſt. V III: 
This Month did advance 
Our Projects in France, 
As Bartholomew Remembers ; 
But alas they want force, | 
To take the ſame, Courſe, . . 
With our Heretical Members, 
September. | Þ 
They cannot now meet, | 4 
For the Progreſs was ſet, - 1 
But they find it a (curvy Faſhion : | 
To ride, and to ride, ; 
To be ſnubb'd and deny'd, 
By every good maa in the Nation: 
Odtfober. X: 
Now Hunting comes in, 
That Licenſe for Sin, 
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' Thatdo's witha Cloak befriend him, 
For if the Queen knows, 
What at G——'s he do's, 
His Divine Right can hardly defend him. 
November. XL. 
November might do, 
For ought that we know : 
But that the King promis'd by. chance Sirs, 
And his Word before, 
Was pawn'd for much more, 
Than ee *twill be able to Anſwer, 
December, X II. 
The laſt of the year, 
Reſemblance does bear, 
To their hopes and fortune declining : 
Ne'r hope for ſucceſs, 
Day grows leſs and leſs, 
And the Sun once fo high has done ſhining, 


EPILOGU E. 


þ Ea Gypſies of Rome, 
That run up and down, 
And with Miracles People Cozen : 
By the help of ſome Saint, 
Get the Month that you want, 
And make Thirteen of the Dozen. 
I I. 
You ſee the Old year, 
Wont help ye, 'tis clear, 
And therefore to ſaye your Honour: 
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Get a new Sun and Monn, 
And the Work is half done, 
And Faith I think not ſooner 


The State-Holder : Or, the Prince's 
Almanack, Calculated for the Meri- 
dian of London, and Calling of a 
Proteſtant Parliament :; being @ 
Counterpart of the States-Man's Al- || | 
manack. 


T 
PliaRDL O0CHMR 
T 
I. 
H E Talk about went; 
That a Free Patliament, 

Should never more Sit in this Nation : WI 
But I'll make it clear, | ] 
There's no Month in the year, C 

But is proper on this occafion. But 


LI. 
Tho ſome did deceive us, 
You may now believe us, 
Since the Royal Aſſent made his Exit : 
Say what'eer you can, 
There's never a man, 
cepting Lord em that ſuſpects if. 


| . 
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III. 
If the Graves of the Laws, 
Our Topicks oppoſe, 
We'll prove 'tis the Senſeof the Nation; 
The readieſt way, 
1o make the Slaves pay, 
For their Nibbling with 'Diſpenfation, 
IV. 
In times on Record, 
When Kings kept their Word, 
And people were in their Senſes : 
So poor an Excuſe, 
Was ſuch an Abuſe, 
No Monarch c'er made ſuca Pret cces, 
V. 
The King is withdrawn, 
The Prince come to Town, 
The timely Redecmer o'th* Nation : 
The Lords are all Set, 
And the old Members met, 
Then hey ! for a Convocation. 
V I. 
For tho to our loſs, 
Things ever went croſs, 
Whilſt Petre was chief Director : 
There is not a Sun, 
Or a Change in the Moon, 
But fayours our Great Protedor, - 
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The ALMANACKH 


January. K 
H O the Firſt be too cold, 
For Popery to hold, 
Yet fear not a Diſlolution : 
For tho it be Froſt, 
And the TJeſuiſts Croſt, 
It agrees with a Dutch Conſtitution, 
February, I I, 
Though next came a thing, 
Brought Popery inz 
With all the fine Relicks and Croſles: 
Tho then the King dy'd, 
We have One on our fide, 
This Month will repair all our Loſlcs. 
March, II. 
The Month of Old Rome, 
Will bring *cm all home, 
The Authors of all our Evil ; 
This Month the Wind blows, 
And the Breath of the Houſe | 
Will ſend 'em all going to the Devil. 
I V. 


April. | 
' -In this the Old W hore [ 
Of Babe] came ore, 6 
W hich was a fore Clap to the Nation ; 
And therefore th' Spring, 4 


We muft manage.the thing, 
To makea full Reformation, 
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May. V; 
'The Prince is too good, 
And too near to the Blood, 

To allow to the Houſe any leiſure ; 
The Lords and High Powers, 
Muſt gather new blowers, 

To ſtock the Exhauſted Treaſure. 

| Tune. VI. 

This Month brought in Griſt, 

To the Hot-headed Prieſt, 
Who over-rulPd the Ruler, 

And therefore the Houſe, 

By way of a Doze, 

Muſt Sit.to prepare 'em a Cooler. 

Taly. V II. 
This Month of late made, 

For Camp and Parade, 


In which were exhauſted our Treaſures, 


Will better be ſpent » 

By a wiſe Parliament, 
EnaQting and raking new Meaſures, 
Auguſt. VII. 

'T his finiſhed a League, 

With Monſieur and Teague, 
For a total Extirpation 

Of the Hereticks Caule : 

And therefore the Houſe 
Muſt fit to Eſtabliſh the Nation. 
September. IX. 

The Colleges fool'd, 

This month over-rul'd, 


And therefore each Proteſtant Member, 


Muſt fit and Debate, 

Of matters of State, 
To ſet all things right in Sertember. 
H 2 


OEMS. 


Offobers 
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Ofober. X. 
This Scaſon was ſpent, 

' By Burton and Brent, 

To manage each Corporation 5 
And therefore 'tis fit, 

The Houſes ſhould ſit, 

To Vote it a Combination: 

November. XI: 
Above all thereſt, 

Will be ig requeſt, 

The Auſpicious Month of November; 
When Orange our Cauſe, 
Reſtored with the Laws, 

Recorded by every Member. 

December. XII. 
'Tho this be the laſt, 

And all danger paſt, 

Yet are we reſolv'd every Member, 
Both Common and Peer, 

To ſit all the Year, 

From Fanuary to December. 


EPILOGUE. 


WM Gypſies of Rome, 
That hence are withdrawn, 


In tkeName of the State,We beſeech you, 


To the dozen before, . 
Find out a: Month more, 


And we'll fit out that month to obJige you, 
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Il. 
You ſee ne're a cloſe 
Does favour your Cauſe, 

Since England's ſo well protected : 
When there's no more Moon, 
You may fit on this Throne ; 

For ſooner you cannot expect it 


The ORANGE. 


[. 
OOD People I pray, 
Throw the Orange away, 
Tis a very ſowre Fruit, and was firſt OUT! in play, 
When good Fudith Wilk, 
In her Pocket brought Milk, 
And withCulſhins andW arming- pans labour'd to bilk 
This ſame Orange. 
1H. 
When the Army retreats, 
And che Parliament ſits, 
To Vote our K —- the true uſe of his Wits : 
Twill be a fad means, 
VVhen all he obtains, 
Is to haye his Calves-head dreſs'd with other mens 
( Erains 
And an Orange 


Hl: The 
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ITI. 


The ſins of his Youth, 
Made him think of one "Truth, 
V Vhen he ſpawl'd from his Lungs, and bled twice at 
(the mouth, 
That your freſh ſort of food, 
Does his Carkats more good, 
And the damn'd thing that Cur'd his putrify'd blood 
Was an Orange. 
IV. 
This hopeful young Son, 
Is ſurely his own, 
Becaule from an O 
But the Hereticks ſay, 
He was got by D— 
For neither K-— nor the Nuncio dare ſtay 
Near an Orange. 


it cry'd to be gone ; 


; # 
Since Lewis Was Cut, 
From his Ereech to the Gut, 
France fancies an Open-arſfe delicate Fruit 
We wiltr than ſo, 
Have two ſtrings to our Row, 
For we've a good that's an Open-arle too, 
And an Orange. 


| V I 
Till Nanny writ much, 
To the Rebels the D i 


Her Mother, good Woman, ne'r ow'd her a grutch 
And the box of the Ear, ; 


Made the matter appcar, 
That the only foul favour the Q--- could not bear 
Was an Orange. 


VII 
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VIT, 
An honeſt Old Peer, 
That forſook God laſt year, 
Pull'd off all his Plaiſters, and Arm'd for the War ; 
But his Arms would not do, | 
And his Aches throbb'd too, 
That he wiſl'd his own Pox and his M---s too 
On an Orange. 
V III. 
Old Tyburn muſt groan, 
For Feffreys is known 
To have Perjur'd his Conſcience to marry his Son ; 
And D. 5 Cauſe 


Will be try'd by Juſt Laws, 


And H t muſt taſte a moſt damnable Sauce, 


With an Orange, 


ET 
Lob, Pen, and a ſcore 
Of thoſe honeſt men more, 
VVill tind this ſame Orange exceedingly ſowre; 
The Q- to be ſeiz'd, 
VVill be very ill pleas'd, 
And fo will K: P——, too dry to be ſqueez'd | 
By an Orange 


————. ——_— 


An Epiſtle to Mr. Dryden. 


Ryden, thy V Vit has catterwaul'd too long, 
Now Lero, Lero, is the only Song. 
V Vhat Singing, Dancing, Interiudes of jate, 
Stuff, and ſet off our 5:0dly Farce of State ? 
Not Albewi can turn a decp [ntrigue, . 
Till firſt well watnyd with Bifhop Talzel's Jigg: 
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W-——m Cannot ſleep, or if a Nap he takes, 
His Dream ſome Old Treſilian Ballad breaks. 
But was cer ſeen the like, in Proſe or Metre, 
To this mad Play, or work of Father Petre ? 
At Court no longer Punchionello takes, 
Each Scene, Part, Cue, miſhapen to the Mac's. 
Such Plot, and the Cataſtrophe is ſuch, 
We muſt be either Iriſh all, or Dutch. 
Our very Judges in Weftminſter- Hall, 
Like their Old Roof, were Ir Iimber all. 
And (bleſs us! ) Ir; Wolves are brought to keep 
The Nation, grown now all ſuch fiily Sheep ; 
Such errant Afes,. errant Cattle made, 
Or to be yok'd, or faddPd, fleec'd, or flead, 
O Martyrs Son ! thy deſtiny is ſhown, 
Such props are for a Scatiold, not a Throne : 
So Funo, in her impotence of 1age, 
By Heaven dcny'd,did Heli's black Powers engage; 
Yet ſped the eroe : Fove and Fate were itrong ; 
Religious care: He took his Gods along : 
But hark, O hark, the Belgick Lion roars, 
And ſhakes afar the French and Britiſh Shoars ; 
One Brandy drinks, one mad with Prophecies : 
Lord! what they tell us of ſome Prince from brize; 
Arms, and the Man they ſing, no French fineſs, 
But hearty blows, and Brandenburg Addreſs. 
Hence Vigour, and our Figure comes agen, 
We riſe, and walk, all true erected men. 
The force of thoſe Circean Cups ſubdu'd, 
And the wild Charms our new Armida brew'd, 
The Witchcraft he (our true Rinaldo) broke, 
And grubs the baſe pretenders to his ſtock, 
But oh, what Spirit of deceit afar, 
Poſted our Puipits, and bewitch'd the Bar ? 
.* £4 W hat 
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'What Bane, what Miſchief on poor Mortals ſhed 
By Vermin, from the Laws corruption bred ? 
Tho to their Iſh Roof no Cobwebs cleave, 
Below what ſtrife and endleſs toyls they weave : 
Wanting brave ſtrength to ſtrangle men to death, 
W hat Frauds they hide ! What Venom underneath! 
And when ſome ſhorter courſe to Murder's ſhown, 
Cry,O that (luſcious) Point ! they gain'd the Crown. 
Sons of the Pulpit the ſame meaſures keep, 
And of that ſame ſtumm'd Cup have drank as deep. 
Agog for ſome odd tranſubſtantiate thing, 
Chimera Reign, or Metapaytſick King, 
Sublim'd to School Divinity extreams, 
Their Brains would crow with. Fatriarchal Dreams. 
So high from ſolid honeſt wiſdom blown, 
They'd have ſome Hippo-Centaur on the Throne. 
Not Law-ordain'd, but by ſome God appointed, 
Not Lay-eledted, but be Frieſt-anointed, 
Away this Goblin Witchcraft, Prieſtcraft-Prince z 
Give us a King, Divine, by Law and Senſe, 
Now Bar and Pulpit to Dragoons a ſport, 
Their Cauſe is carried to the laſt Effort. 
Princes in more compendious method teach, 
Force 1s their way ; let Old Apoſtles Preach: 
What's ſtabliſh'd Law, where ſtanding Armies come, 
Or who'll talk Goſpel to a Kettle-Drum ? 
When God would hear, where Giants did opprefs, 
The ſeveral Nations had their Hercules. 
.S0 were the Horns of grizly violence broke, 
90 people freed from triple Geryon's yoke, 
The various Snake in Lerna-Lough that bred, 
That loll'd and hiis'd to Death, at every head, 
Nemean Lion, Erymanthian Boar, 
in Bogs that wallow, and on Hills that roar : . 
All | 
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Ali by his Godlike Proweſs done away, 
Their Lawleſs Rule, and that Gigantick ſway. 

In vain whilſt this high Virtue Nations ſought, 
The Naſſau-Houſe were never yet without, 
Nor is confin'd to Provimces their care, 
Their generous labour neighbouring Kingdoms ſhare. 
Here the foul Herd flee from his lifted hand, 
That long had made a Stable of the Land, 
The Monſtcr of the Lough, new Ler-a-Plague 
- (But ſcarce in head) the Bog-begotten Teagne, 
The ravenous kind, the Harpies ſharp for prey, 
With Birds obſcene, and uncouth to the day. 
No Den, no Ditch, no rouſting for them more, 
Now, now is come our Hercules aſhore. 
Vile Fraud diſpelld, and ſuperſtitious Mitts : 
He from our Temple drives all Knaves and Prieſts, 
Then warmer 7/-- 9p, in due scarlet ſhown, 
To Cotice-Dick bequeaths his ruſty Gown. 
Oh Dryden, if this Hercules were thine, 
«How wou'd his Club, and Atlas-ſhoulders ſhine : 
How wou'dit thou all our Maids of Honour fright, 
With neughty Tale, of Fifty in a Night ? 
Howe*cr, no more let Xavier mar thy Pen, 
' No Miracle to forty thouſand men: 
. When Law, and bald Divinity begins, 
Why then, "the marycl that a Poet fins ? 
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A Sale of Old State Houſhold-Stuff. 


To the Tune of, 014 Simon the King. 


I. 
H E Government being reſfolv'd 
To new furniſh the Houle of State, 
Hath thought fitting to put off the old, 
That was ruſty and worn out of date. 
Then come all you State-Brokers away, 
And take off our old faſhion'd trinkoms, 
You for a ſmall matter may buy 
What coſt the price of three Kingdoms, 
Quoth J—— the Bigatted K—— 
Quoth ] —— the Politick thing,) 
With a thred-bare Oath, | 
And a Catholick Troth, 
That never was worth a farthing. 
[1. 
Here's (what was to cleanſe Church and State) 
The Beeſom of Reformation, 
Brought in by Herry the Eighth, 
And Beſſes grave Convocation. 
Here are diverſe Conformity Acts, 
4 The Penal Laws and all, 
With a'parcel of over-rul d Statutes, 
Kick'd out of Wefminſter- Hall. 


Quoth J——, &&. II. 
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11 1. 

Come buy the old Tapiſtry Hangings, 

Which hung in the Houſe of Lords, 
That kept the Spaniſh Invaſion, 

And Powder-plot, ori Record; 
A muſty old Magna Charta, 

That wants new ſcowring and cleanſing, 
Writ ſo long ſince, and fo dark too, 

That *tis hard to pick out the meaning. 


Quoth J—, Oc. 
| I'V. 


Here's a Pack of naſty Conrt Cards, 
Much foul'd with over playing, 
Condemn'd to the Fields of Tom T'——d4, 
For they never were worth the buying, 
A pitiful tatter'd Scorch League, 
Swallow'd meerly to trepan men, 
Took by the late King 1n latrigue, 
And aftewards burnt by the Hangman. 


Quoth } , Oc. 
V 


Three Proteſtant Vizors much worn, 
And in uſe ſince the days of Queen Bef, 

Which now we have laid by with ſcorn, 
Being reſoly'd to appear with bare face. 

Come buy a thing brought from Breda,, 
Call'd a Royal Declaration, 

Which of late we have copicd at large, 
Having promis'd to keep up the fathion 

Of ol4 Simon the Ring, 
Quoth J——, &. 
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- Þþ * 

A parcel of Conge d' eſliers, 
By Heretick biſhops own'd, 

The reward of the old Cavaliers; 
For their Loyalty to the Crown, 

Here's your Corporation Charters, 
And Univerſity Regulations, 

Forall whichas cheapyou may barter, 
As Cucumbers in the Vacation, 


Quoth ] =—-, &c. 
FLA 


Here's a Crew of Excluſion Abhorrers, 
' Andalitter of Loyal Addreflors, 
Who'd have run to the Devil for us, 
When they Bully'd for Pop;h Succeflors. 
But now they are down 'in the mouth, 
TheirDamairg andHealthing forſakes*em 
If you think them not a penny-worth 
For fetching, the Devil may take them. 
Quoth J—, &c. 
V I IT. 
Here's a Tribe of mad Pulpiteers, 
That ſtill for Right Line were trimming, 
We'll exchange them for Bandileers, 
And leave them to Urim and Thummim. 
Here's a Cart Load of Obſervators, 


J 


That were writ in Defence of the Church, 


By Hodge that Eternal Prater, 
W hoſe Quill is now left in the lurch. 


Quoth ] —, &c. 
IX 


Will you buy any Proteſtant Places, 

In Army, or where you think beſt Sir ? 
Thoſe that think to keep them are Ales, 
* VVhen once we are rid of the Telt Sir. 


And 


—_— 
$4 . £5 


And thus I will end my Sale, 
With a Bar to either Houle, 

If we get but over it well, 
For the reſt | care not a Lowe, 


Quoth J—, &c. 


The DRE A M. 


Fary'd with Buſineſs,and with Cares oppreſt, 
My faculties were Doz'd and fond of reſt, 
An'unuſual heavineſs did on me creep, 
My Soul Indulg'd it; yet I could not ſleep, 
Dreams ſhort and frightful vext me all the Night, 


I found 1 was betray'd, and long'd for Light ; 
Tie firſt ſuch Wonders brought within my view, 


And when I wak'd 1 almoſt thought them true, 
Mechought 1 ſaw great Fulius ſadly lye 

Bleeding from all his Wounds, and Brutzs by. 
The ungrateful Brutzs which he doted on, 

With eager Caſſizxs pleas'd with what he had = 
Crying, the World and Brutzs are my own. 

I nearer drew to view the Ghaſtly Trunk, 

But oh ! the Scene was chang'd, Czſar was ſunk; 
*T was Charles the Second, which lay mangl'd there, 
The Sacrificing Tribe too did appear, | 


- Brutus and Caſſius, Y —-k and Petre were. 


-] heard him ſfighing fay, within my Land 


Charles weeping, graſp'd his Brother by the "I 


A faithful Pious Mother thou wilt command, 
Who 19 the utmoſt of Extremity, 


hen all but her and muci1 upbraided, 1 ; 
Bea a  Wou 


Preach'd up thy forfeit Title by our Laws, 
And inthy baniſhment maintain thy Caule ; 
Paſſive Obedience thou haſt much in ſtore, 
But do not urge it to thy utmolt power: 
Fames to preſerve her molt devoutly. ſwore , 


Charles dy d,and James diſcharg'd his Oath next hou, 


] ſaw the Prieſts flock in : the Biſhops out, 
Saw Petres cram the V Vater down kis Throat, 
Tho? dead, it ſfav'd the Hercetick no doubt. 

I ſaw him poorly bury'd in the Night, 


A wretched Train,and a more wretched fight ; 


To me it ſeem'd a Funcral in Diſzuile, 

For fear his Creditors ſhoud his budy fſcize. 
I aw him ſhewn for two pence in a Cheſt, 
Like Monk, Old Harry, Mary, and the reſt, 
And if the figure anſwer'd its intent, 

In ten years time *twould buy a Monument. 
My fancy brought me back again to Court, 
Where only Fools Adviſe, and Knaves Reſort, 


Our Kingdoms Curſe, and other Nations Sport. 


I heard the Feſuits in a grand Cabal, 
Reſolve to Root out Hereſce or fall, 
Each his particular Qpinion gave, 
They cry'd an opportunity we have 
To fetter her, wha kept us long her Slave, 
Immediately they pitcn'd upon a Rule, 

How to ſuppreſs it by, a forward Fogl, 

A bawling blundring ſenſeleſs Tool ; 

VVhoſe Mouthing at White- Chappel ivit began, 
VVho regularly to his Greatneſs ran 

Throf all the vile degrees of Treachery, 

And now Uſurps the Court of Equity ? 
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. Wou'd from the Crown have quite excluded thee, 


I 


$ 


b 


» 
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He ſaid, if you wou'd bring the Clergy down, 

Ere(t a Court-Commiſſion from the Crown, 

And for Diſpencing Law let me alone, 

They hugg'd their Bubble, and the deed was done. 

Petre grew Fat, and with Mandamus's, 

Canker'd the VVorthy Univerſitres: 

The ſeats of Learning Black- Heads might command, 

Yet the Kings promiſe to the Church doth ſtand. 

Next, Liberty of Conſcience was Ordain'd ; 

The Biſhops tor Contempt were then Arraign'd ; 

The Nobles and the Commons Cloſetted, | 

The Penal Laws muſt be Aboliſhed : 

If you refuſe, your Prinzples are baſe, 

Diſloyal, and you loſe our Royal Grace, : 1 

And each that has Dependencies his place. E 

Rocheſter fell, the Loyal Herbert ſtarv'd, C 

Each that forſook his God, his Monarch ſervy'd : A 

Somerſet loſt his Troops, and Shrowsbury, T 

Qxford was ſtrippd to Scarſdal Lumbley ; A 
U 
Sh 
Ar 
TI 


And many more too tedious to relate, 

By whomtn ſafety, Fames, thou now doft fit, 
V Vhen thou perceiv'dſt no comfort from this Wild, 

Thy Dame, immediately was quick with Child, 

The Princeſs at the Barh when it was Born, 

The Bjſh5ps in the Tower, yet had he ſworn _ 
The Church of England never ſhould be wrong'd, 

Upon this News the Hot. brain'd n__ Throngd; | Th 
Iwak'd, and as I on my Dream Refletted, h 

My reaſonable Notions thus projected : 

O King, I cry'd, thy Meaſures run too faſt, 

And thou wilt find the curſe af it at laſt ; 

Why doſt thou wrong thy Country, ſhame thy life, 
To pleaſe falſe Prizffs, and an ungrateful Fife . 
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' A VVife, . whoſe Character has always been 

A Fawning Dutcheſs, and a Sawcy Queen. 
How canſt thou fuffer Petre's Inſolence, 

VVho only makes a harveſt of his Prince. 

A Slave, to Rule Three Kingdoms, Govern thee, 
Yet n&er was Maſter of a Family: 

This Serpent envying thy Happineſs, 

Has crept into thy Eve, whole wilfulneſs 

Has certainly betray'd thy Paradiſe; 

Diſcerning Hallifax thy fall foreſaw, 

And early did his ſighted Faith withdraw ; 

He needs no pardon for the advice he gave, 

V Vhich ſhews him honeſter than ſome that have: 
Under the Roſe Men uſe their mind to tell, 
But now Myne-Heir 'tis under the Broad Seal ; 
O Naſſaw, with thy promis'd Succours come, 
And be to us like Anthony to Rome:; 

Thy Wife ſhall young Octavis's place ſupply, 
And thoſe that have betray d our Country fly, 
Unleſs the King to prove the Prince his own, 
Shall to the Lyons-Den preſent his Son, 

And if the Royal Brute do not deſtroy, 

The Infant, by Chriſt *tis his none Joy. 


2 


= 


The Paradox on the C onfinement of the 
Lords. 


] - T Cynicks bark, and the ſtern Stagyrite 
At Epicures Precepts vent his ſpite; 

Let Chrch-mien Preach their 'Thred- bare Paradox, 
Paſſive Obedience t6 their bleeding Flocks, 


t Eer 
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Let Stoicks boaſt of a contented mind, 
The unknown pleaſures of a Life confin'd ; 
That in Impriſonment the Soul is free, 
Grant me ( ye Gods ) but Eaſe and Liberty. 
That there is Pleaſure in a dirty Road, 
A tir'd Horſe that ſinks beneath his Load, 
Nomoney, and an old inveterate Pox ; 
This II believe without a Paradox, 
But to affirm *twas the Diſpencing Power, 
That did Decree the Prelates to the 'T'awer ; 
And ſuch Confinements for tie Propagation 
Of the true Doctrine of the Reformation. 
That to remove the Candleſiicks from fight 
Is to'enlarge the Goſpel and the Light ; 
And the Seven Angels are in 'TTibulation, 
To Guard the Church from Pagan Invocation, 
To ſay this is the keeping of our V Vord, 
The only way we bave to be ſecur'd ; 
Supporting of the Ergliſh Church and Cauſe, 
In all its Priviledges, Rigats and Laws. 
Pardon my Faith, for ſooner }'1I believe 
The Subtile Serpent was deceiv'd by Eve ; ] 
Rome (hall with Hereticks her promiſe keep, 
And Ravenous V Volves Protect the ſtraggling Sheep, 
That P ſhall be mild and moderate, 
Not out of meer regard to his Eſtate ; 
And for a Hopeful Heir lnvoke the Saints, 
Out of his tender love to Proteſtants. 
That Father Perres Counſel ſhall prevail, 
To quit their guiltleſs Lordſhips without Fail ; 
And Gildford beg i'th' name of the Young Prince, 
Diſpencing Fames may with their minds diſpence. 
I will believe D — ſhall Fail His Grace, 
And C—— ſhall with C--—.—. change place; 


a. 4h tray 


And 


. And H 
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when made a Cardinal, 
Shall Write a Learn'd Apology for all. 
That for Old Ely, Briſtol, Bath and Wells, 
The Jeſuits would pawn their Beads and Bells ; 
For Lloyd and Peterborough to be Bail, 
Good Roche#ter would lye himſelf in Goal. 
That the Lord Chancellor ſhall quit the Purſe; 
For their reſpective Fines to Reimburſe ; 
Or that the Judges ſhould not all Conſpire 
To find them guilty of a Preminire. 
That Pemberton (hall at the Bench prevail, 
And A1libone ſhall Plead to be their Bail ; 
Or H , that lyes upon the Lurch ; 
Who left the Charter ſhall reſtore the Church. 
That ſhe, who lately lookt into her Choice, 
The Witty Author of the Brace of Mice, 
Shall baffle the Old Panther in her Race, 
And Crown her Husband with the Lawrels Bays. 
All this I freely could believe and more, 
But that the Lords ate Sail'd out of the Tower, 
Out of Reſpect to be ſent back again, 
For breach of Laws they ſworn are to maintain. 
That they have guilt of Diſobedienee, 
In this you muſt excule my Diffidence, 
Who plac'd upon the Monarchs Head the Crown, 
Props of the Church, and Pillars of the Throne. 


Over 


I z 
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LR 


Over the Lord D---rs Door. 


© 7 Age who Cceriaw, 
W ken Truth doth go for Treaſon ; 


Every Blackead's Will for Law, 
And Coxcombs Senſe for Reaſon, 
Religion's made a Bawd of State, 
To ſerve the Pimps and Panders, 
Our Liberty a Priſon Gate, 
And Iriſhnen Commanders. 
O Wretched is our Fate ! * 
W hat Dangers do we run, 
We muſt be Wicked to be Great, 
And to be Juſt, undone. 
"Tis thus our Sov'raign keeps his Word, 
And makes the Nation Great ; 
To Iriſhmen he truſts the Sword, 
To TFeſuits the State. 


s Door, 


Over the Lord $ 


F Cevil the Wile, 
From his Grave ſhould ariſe, 
And look the fat B—- in the Face, 
He'd take him from Maſs, 
And turn him to Graſs, 
And ſwear he was none of Race. 


I & I OP OREN NIN 
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I —  ; 


To the Speaking-Head,. 


'm come my future Fate to ſeek, 

Speak then, Celeſtial Block-head ſpeak, 
Anſwer. 

Had'ſt thou not conſulted with the Witch at Rome, 
Thou need'ſt not thus, like Saul, to Endor come 
T6 fk out ( Brother Solid-head ) thy Doom 
The Hearts of all thy Friends are loſt and gone ; 
Gazing they ſtand, and grieving round thy Throne: 
And ſcarce believe thou art the Martyrs Son, 

Thoſe, whom thou favoureſt,merit not thy Grace, 
They, to their Intereſt, Sacrifice thy Peace, 
And will in ſorrow make thee end thy days. 

Tempt not thy Fate too far, do not rely 
On force or fraud; Whyſhould'ſt thou Monarch, why, 
Live unbelov'd, and unlamented dye ? 


DT —__— 


The Ghoſt. 


A Papiſt-dy'd, as *twas Febowah's Will, 

And his poor Soul went trudging down to Hel]! 
Where, when he did arrive, juſt at the Entry, 

He found a Maſtive Devil ſtanding Centry, 

With flaming Eyes, and Face as black as Soot, 

A Muſqueteer with a great Cloven Foot : 

And who goes there? I, a poor Papiſt Ghoſt, 
That's come to dwell upon the Srygian Coaſt. 


4 Stay 
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Stay where you are, and do not preſs ſo hard, 
For | muſt call the Captain of the Guard ; 

He gave me Orders to let none come in, 

But only ſuch as ſhould have leave from him. 
The Captain callFd, accordingly came forth, 

A Devi], of Integrity and Worth ; 

V'Vho all in Nobleſt Scarlet being dreſsd, 
VVith a moſt delicate fine Embroider'd Veſt, 
He asks the Ghoſt with a great Voice, as loud 
As mighty Thunder, breaking from a Cloud, . 
V Vhat was the bug'neſs ? Sir, [ am come to dwell, 
If you will pleaſe to give me leave, in Hell. 
Damn you, you whorlon Dog, faid he to him, 
I love my Maſter, and you ſhan't come 1n ; 
For if above you eat your God, I fear, 

Should you come in, youl'd cat the Devil here. 


em 


4 Dialogue between a Loyal Addreſ- 
© for, and a Blant Whiggih Clown 


Ngrateful VVreth !Can'fſt thoupretenda Cauſe 
Fo fear the loſs of Liberty and Laws ? 
Has not the King been at a vaſt Ex e, 
To raift the Gallant Troops in thy Defence ? 
Did he not promiſe in a Proclamation, 
To rule by Law at's Coronation ? 
Chwn. Put has he not already dam'd the Teſt ! 
And ſure that Princes V Vord is but a jeſt, 
VVho Rules an Army, and Obeys a Prieft : 
Nor can his Solemn Oath make us much ſafer; 
His Sword is Stecl, his God is but a V Vafer. 


A 


Miſcellany POEMS. 119 | 


L_——— 


A new Song of the misfortunes of an 


Old Whore and her Brats. 


I. 
HO” the Old Hag of Roe, 
Has bewitch'd us all Dumb, 
She canTongue-tye our Muſesnolonger; 
We now ſpue out her Charms, 
And ſing the brave Arms 
Of Great Orange and Scomberg, ding-dong Sig, 
Il: 


If we open'd our Lips, 
Wooden Peep. holes and Whips 
Was of late the mild Pennance enjoyr'd us ; 
Now Truth's no more Treafon, 
We eſteem it a ſeaſon 
To be merry,and fo you ſhall find us, 
| III. | 
Life-and-Fortune Addreſles, 
Shall not wear out oat Preſſes, 
To flatter and footh a F»ft Nero ; 
But loud Declarations, 
To ſecure the three Nations 
Nrom the French, and from Lilli-burlero. 
IV. 
See how each Popiſh Gull, 
Does look filly arid dull, 
O hone! O hone! all are Lamenting, 
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They've no Catholick Banter, 


No wiſe Hind and Panther. 
"Nor any thing elſe worth the Printing. 
V, 


While we Hereticks do write, 
Av, and Print too in ſpite 
Of the Devil, to revenge our late wrongs Sir ; 
And the Hawkers hoarſe Lungs, 
With our Lampoons and Songs, 
Make the Streets eccho all the day long Sir: 
VI 


* Now brave Orange advances, 
What the fam'd League with France i IS, 
We ſhall know to poor Catholicks ſorrow, 
Stricken with Pannick Fears, 
How the Whelps hang their Ears, 
Pack up Relicks, and bid us good Morrow ! 
VII. 
Father Petre, and others 
Of his Politick Brothers, 
V ho one would think ſhould have difdain'd it 
Are on fire to be gone, 
'Tho they might every one, 
If they'd ftay here a little, be Sainted, 
VIII. 
Juſt like old Rats and Mice, 
Theſe bold Vermine are Wiſe, 
VVben they find a Houſe ready to tumble, 
_ Away ſtrait they advance, 
Bound for Flanders or France, 
Adien, Votre Serviteur humble, 


I X, 
But pray what ſhall become, 
O'th' young Kitlings of Rome, 
I mean thoſe tne Oiz Whore has Converted ; 
When they're grip'd by the Claws, 
Of reviv'd Penal Laws, 
And by all Gholtly: Fathers deſerted. 
X. 
'Tis hard to leavg the poor Elves, 
Thus to ſhift for themſelves, 
For unleſs you'd confirm'd the Babes hetter-a, 
With your Cowardiſe tainted, 
They'll &ne grudge to be Sainted 
With St. Coleman, - St. Whitebread, GC; 
&8l. 
So when Witches are taken 
For enchanting ;Folks Bacon, 
Cows, Horſes, or any ſuch thing Sir ; 
And the Hang-man once takes *em, 
Their Imps all forſake them, 
And bequeath 'em to a right Hempen-ſtring Sir. 
| XII. 
Our great States-men and Judges, 
The Jeſuits true Drudges, - 
To advance the Plots of Holy Church Sir ; 
Do make wretched Grimaces, 
Loſing Penſions and Places, 
To a Parliament left in the lurchsSir, 
XIIT, 
And the young V Velſhman's Sre, 
Stuck like Dux in the Mire, 
With revengeful Deſpeir looks around him ; 
And then Curſes the Crowd, 
| That with Suffrages loud, 
Shouted(V;ve kg Rey) when they Crown'd him, XIV. 


Miſcellany PO EMS. 121. ” 


_ At NE eds er EE noe rats 2 
- 0 " p —v » 


Did the world ever hear of a wiſer ? 


-” 
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X I V: 
He thinks *tis-an hard Fate, 
Now to Capitulate, 
And reyoke his Indulg'd Diſpenſations ; 
To his Sons Terms to buckle, 
To a Parliament truckle, 
And Eat up his kind Declarations, 
X V. 
"Tis hard that dull Hereticks, 
Still Suſpicious of Tricks, 
Cant believe the youngBantling's his Son Sir ; 
As if Prieſts cou'd nt create, 
At leaſt TranſubFantiate 
Him a Bsy, for an Heir to his Crows Sir. 
XVI 
Nay renown'd Lords and Ladies, 
A long Bead-row have made us, 
VVith the Midwife and Learned Phy/icians ; 
Cannot all this convince, 
"That it is a Welch Prince, 
Though we publiſh the plain Depoſitions ? 
XV1I. | 
VVell it ſeems (to be ſhort) 
There's no Remedy for't, 

Bath hisGods and hisFriendsare retiring ; 
And his Army falls off, | 
While his Enemies fcoff, 

To ſee the Prince curb his aſpiring, 

XVIII: 
Have we not a Wiſe King, 
To reſolve he would bring 

All to Rome's Lure, or elſe Sacrifice Sir, 
Three Kingdoms to his Spleen, 

And to th' Will of his Queen ? 
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X1I X. 
Without one ſturdy fight, 
He's obliged to alight 

From the "Throne, which he envy'd his Brother, 
And may like a poor Bigot, 

Go embarque in a Frigat, 
To ſee if he can find ſuch another. 
X X. 
Since theſe Switzers and Dutchmen, 
Come to ſtand by our Church-men, 
VVith hard grim Fellows from Fin land, 
The Old Volitick V Vhore, 
Now mu!'t never hope more, 
Tofit brooding o're Plots here againſt England. 
XX1. 
Is't not Reaſon and Senſe, 
If a King will Diſpence, 
YVith our Statutes, and with his own word Sir, 
To decide the Juſt Cauſe, 
Of Religion and Laws, 
VVith a ſwinging Great Proteſtant-Sword Sir ? 
X X 11. 
The French Tyrant difſembles, 
And hufts, though he trembles, 
VVe ſhall Viſit that Son of a VVhore Sir ; 
[f the weather hold fair, 
VVe'd fain take a Towr there, 
As our Fathers did in Days of Yore Sir. 
XXL11, 
VVhile the Germans before, 
Pay him off his old tcore, 

For the miſchief t hey've fett and do fear SIT, 

VVith Pipe, Sword and Piltol, 
VVe ſhall Probe his old Fiſtule, 
and charge the Dog home in the rear Cir. 


. it 


A New Song. 


To the Tune of, Courag?. 


I. 
"\Ome, come, great Oravge, come away, 
On thy Auguſt Voyagio, 
The Church and State admit no ſtay, 
And Proteſtants wou'd once more ſay 
Couragio, Couragi, —_ 
[ 


Stand Eaſt, dear Wind, till they arriye, 
On their deſign 'd Voyagio, 
And let each Noble Soul alive 
Cry loud, Qu'il Prince d Aurange vive ! 
Couragio, OC. 
x IIL 
Look ſharp, and ſee the Glorious Fleet, 
Appear in their Voyagio / 
With foud Hyzza's we will them greet, 
And with both Arms -and Armies meet ; 
Conragio, GC. 
IV. 
Then, welcome to our Engliſh ſhore, 
And now | will engage---0, 
VVe'l thump the Babyloniſh Fhore, 
And kick her Trumpries out of Door ; 
Conragio, GC. 
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| V. 
Poor B——þ&! how will thy Dear Foys, 
Oppoſe this brave Voyagio ? 
Thy talleſt Sparks will be meer Toys, 
To Brandenburgh and Swediſh Boys ; 
Couragio, QC. | 
VI. 
D—3 ſputters now like mad, 
Againſt this great Voyagio'; 
. OId C——5z too in Sable's clad, | 
And F 1 looks wondrous fad ; 
Couragio, GC. 


V II. 
But Solmes has took a Glorious Caule, 
In this Farlike Voyagio, 
ToGuard us from their Ravenous Paws, 
And to protect our Lives and Laws ; 
Couragio, &C. 
VIII. 
Naſſaw will ridicule the Fop, 
By this Belgic Voyagio, 
And make their gawdy feathers drop, 
Their flaughter's but a Harveſt Crop: 
Conragio, GC. 
I X: 
Stirum, advance the Buda Blades, 
Thou'ſt brought in this Voyagio; 
And ſince thy Lawrel never fades, 
Send our Foes to the Stygian ſhades; 
Courggio, &c, 


204 


Miſceling POEMS. 


Scombergh thunders Herda like, 
In this Stormy Voyagio; 
His very Name does Harrour ſtrike, 
And will ſlay more than Gun or Pike ; 
Couragio, &C. 


XI. 
Thus they the Vitory will gain, 
After their brave Voyagio; 
And all our Liberties maintain, 
And ſettle Church and State again : 
Couragio, &Cc. 
Xl. 
Then twill be Juſt, and no Extream, 
To ſee by this Voyagio, 
That Fm ſhou'd have th' effect of's Dream, 
For Driving headlong with the Stream; 
Couragio, &c. 
X11. 
The Judges too, that Traitors be, 
_ Muſt truſs by this Voyagio, 
"Twill be a Noble Sight to ſee 
Difpencing Scarlet on a Tree ! | 
Couragio, GC. 
XIV. 
The Monks away full ſwift will bye, 
On their diſmal Voyagzo 
Ten Pounds a Poſt- Ho - 4 cy; 
And all away to Cali fly ; | 
' Conragio, QC. 


XV. 
$-—— d has Shot the Pit, 
And is on his Voyagio ; 
Dada muſt no more hatching ſit, 
And Petre too the Board muſt quit : 
Couragio, GC. 
XVI. 
Old A——1 does hang his Ears, 
Becauſe of this Voyagio ; 
And Micer Ps ftews in Tears; 
B-— ſis roars, and damns, and ſwears : 
Couragio, &C. 
XVII. 
When all is done, we then ſhall hope 
To ſee, by this Voyagio, 
No more Nuncio, no more Pope, 
ExCept it be to have a Rope; 
Couragio, Couragio, Couragi. 


A new Song of an Orange. 


To that Excellent Old Tune Of a Pudding. 


OOD People come buy, 
The Fruit: that | cry, 
That now isin Seaſon,tho'Winter is nigh, 
*'Twill do you all good, 
And fweeten your Blood, 


Fm ſure it will pleaſe you when once underſtood 


"T'is an Orange. 


great 
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Its Cordial Juice, 
Does much Vigour produce, 
I may well recommend it toevery mans uſe; 
Tho' ſome it quite chills, | | 
And with fear almoſt kills, 
Yet certain each honeſt Man benefit feels 
| by an Orange. | 


To make Claret go down, 
Sometimes there is found 
A Jolly good Health to paſs pleaſantly round ; 7 
But yet I'l proteſt, 
Without any Jeſt, 
"0 No flavour is better than that of the taſt 
14 Of an Orange. 'T 
38 Perhaps you may think, 
At White-H — they ſtink, 
Becauſe that our Neighbours come over the Sea, A 
Yet ſure *tis preſumd, th 
Wo That they may be perfum'd, 
|. By theſcent of a Clove, when once it is ſtuck 
; | In an Orange. 
If they'd. curt the ails 
__ Ofthe P—— of /—— A 
When the Milk of Mich Tyler does not well agree, 
Tho he's ſubject to caſt, 
They may better the taſt, 
be: . Yet let *em take heed left it Curdle at laſt 
pv: -- | With an Orange. 
| Old Stories rehearſe, 
In Proſe and in Verſe, 
. .Hew a /elſ Child was found by loving of Cheeſe, 
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So this will be known, 
_ If it be the Q-— own, 
For the taſte it utterly then will difown 
Tx-1 Of an Orange, 
Tho the Mobile bawl, 
Like the Devil and all, 
For Religion, Property, Juſtice and Laws ; 
Yet in very good ſooth, 
I'll tell you the truth, 
There nothing is better to ſtop a mans mouth 
Than an Orange, 
We are certainly told, 
That by Adam of old, 
Himſelf and his Bearns for an Apple was fold ; 
And who knows but his Son, 
By Serpents undone, 
And his Juggling Eve may chance loſe her own . . 
{For an Orange: 


—_— 


A New Song 0n the Calling of a Feee 
Parliament, January 5th, 1688, 


I. 

' A Parliament, with one conſent 

Is all the cry oth* Nation, 
Which now may be, ſince Popery 

ls growing out of faſhion : 

The Belgick Troops-appfoach to Town, 
The Oranges come Powring, 
And all the Lords agree as one 
To fend the Pap! Wy 
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II. | 
The Holy Man ſhall lead the Van, 

Our Father and-Confeſlor ; 

In Robes of Red the Jeſuits fled, 
| Who was the chicf Tranſgreſlor, 
In this diſguiſe he thought to eſcape, 

And hop'd to fave his Bacon, 

But H —- -- he has laid a Trap, | 

The Rat may be Retaken, 

F YR 
The Nuncio too, the day may rue | 
That he came o'er the Ocean, 


Pch' Engliſh Court, to keep's Reſort, D 
And teach his blind Devotion: 
The Prelates, Ells, Smith, and Hall, , 
Have ſold their Coach and Horſes, 
And will no longer in White. Hall | /þ 
Foment. their Learnd Diſcouſes. 
I V. 6 


The Groom o'th' Stool, that play'd the Fool, 
Full forely will repent it, 
And $S ,.did\barefoot- ſtand 
For Peanance; -ſhall lament it. | 
M and the Scorch are fled, [ 
Whom hopes of Intereſt tempted ;' 
Thoſe Lords did turn for want of Bread, 
And ought to be. Exempted. 
V 


But $ , What cauſe had he 
To fear his Highneſs Landing, 

Who by his A—s and Legs might paſs 
For one of underſtanding. 

To take up Arms at fuch a time, 


+ 4, Againſt the Rules were gaye him ; 
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'His Head muſt anſwer for the Crime, 
His Pardon will not fave him. 
" —=—_ 
The Fryers and Monks with all their Punks, 
Are now upon the Scamper, 
T——] Swears, and Rants and Tears, 
And Teague does make a clamper. 
The Foreign Prieſts that Poſted ore, 
Into the Engliſh Nation, 
Do-now repent that on that Shore 
They laid their weak Foundation. 
VII. 
T wou'd be a fight *twou'd move delight; 
In each obdurate Varlet, 
To ſee the Graves that made us Slaves, 
Hang in diſpenſing Scarlet. 
And every Popiſh Counſellour, 
That for the ſame Cauſe Pleaded, 
Shall all turn off at the ſame ſcore, 
Be Hang'd or elſe Beheaded 


' The Second part of Lall---li burlero 
Bullen a-la. 


I. 
BY Creiſt my dear Moriſh vat riiakes de ſho'ſhad 
Lill=lb; =. Are bullen a- la. 
The Hereticks Jear us and mauke me Mad, 
Lill- 1: burlero bullen a-la, 
Lero, lero, lers, lero, lilli burlro bullen a-la, 


Leo, lero, lero, tero, lills burlero bullens a-la. 
1 «+. 
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I I. 
Pox take me dear Teagwe but Il amin a rage, 
Lillt burlero, bullen a-la, 
Poo* what Impidence is in diſh Age ? 
Lill; burlero, bullen a-la, 

Lero, Lero, &C. 

Lero, lero, &C. 

FEE 

Vat if Duſh ſhou'd come as dey hope, 
Lill; burlero bullen a-la, 


To up hang us for all de Diſpence of de Pope, 


Lilli burlero bullen a-la, 
Lero, lero, &te. 
Lero, lero, Ge, 
I 'V. 
Dey ſhay dat T-— 7s a Friend to de Maſh, 
Lilli burlero bullen a la, 


For which he's a Traitor, a Pimp, and an Aſs, 


Lilli burlero bullen a 1a, 
Lero, lero, &c. 
Lero, lero, &c. 
V. 
Are Plague tauke me now I make a Swar, 
Lill; barlero bullen a-la, 
I'd to Shent Tyburn will mauke a great Prayer, 
Lilli barlero bullen a-la ; 
Lero, lero, &c. 
Lero, lero, &c. 
VI. 
O' will pray to-Shaint Patricks Frock,: 
Lilli burlero bullen a-la, 
Or to Loretto's Sacred Smock ; 
Lilk burlero bullen a-la; 
Lero, lero, &c, 
5: Lero, lers, &c, 
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V I 
Now aPox tauke me, what doſt dow tink, 
Lilli burlero bulJen a-la, 
De Engliſh Confuſion to Popery drink, 
Lilli burlero bullen a-la; 
Lero, lero, G&e. 
Lero, lero, &c. 
VIII, 
And by my Shoul de Maſh Houſe pull down, 
Lilli burlero bullen a-la, 
While dey were Swearing de Mayor of do Town, 
Lilli burlero bullen a-la ; 
Lero, lero, &c. 
Lero, lero, &C. 
| I X. 
O' Fait and be, I'll mauke de Decree, 
Lill: burlero bullen a-la, 
And Swar by de Chancellor's modeſty ; 
Lill; burlero bullen a-la , 
Lero, lero, GC. 
Lero, lero, GC. 
X. 
Dat I no longer in Engliſh will ſtay, © 
Lilli burlero bullen a-la ; 
For be goad day will hang us out of de way, 
Llli burlero bullen a-la ;, 
Lero, lero, &tC. 
Lero, lers, &Cc, 
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LO 


7 &o Chancellour turn'd Tarpaulin. 


O be a Pris'ner, hated, loath'd, and ſcorn'd, 
& With unlamented Plagues, thy fall unmourn'd, 
2%. Under approaching Torments keeneſt Dread, 
® And *midita ſhouting Crowd unpiticd led, 
.£ To meet a ſhameful Death, would ſeem t'attone 
+ | All horrid Villanies except thy own : 

| | 

\ But they ſo numerous, great and loud appear, 
. «=% They dull Repentance, as they heighten fear. 
| E- * . Cursd by your King, your Country, and it ſeems 
"AK You'reCurs'd too bi your own Prophetick Dreams : 

Then in your Novice Years and Indigence, 


*- 
* 
- 


- L 
_ x 


hen Railing was your Law and Eloquence. 
And Curs'd e'er ſince for Fraud and Bribery, 
Lying, Partiality, and Perjury. 
Curs'd by all People, Proſp'rous and Forlorn, 
And will be Curs'd by thouſands yet unborn. 
Curs'd by the Juſt and Virtuous, and what's wor, 
You have your Fathers and your Childrens Curſe, 
Legions of Ghoſts you've murder'd will appear, 
And whiſper, on the Gallows, in your Ear; 
Your Byaſs'd Judgment's giv'a againſt the Good, 
'T hat you might reck in Mony and in Blood. 
The Tyrant, when Perillzs brought his Bull, 
\ _. Made the lnventar prove the firſt ſad Howl. 
RJ - + Your Whipping ſo { tho late ) ſhould well be try'd 
+ (Which you found out ) upon your bleeding Hide. 
4 | And thus Condemn'd, you'll be rewarded well 
With Pill'ry, Carts-Tail, Gibbets, Flames and Hell 


And 
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Let this be wrote, I was both Fool and Knarwe , 
To Law and Drink a Scandal and a Slave. 


- And with your Quarters hurl'd into your Grave, 


— 


Stafford's Ghoſt, February 168 r.. 


JS this the Heavnly Crown ? Are theſe the Joys 
W hich bellowing Prieſts did promiſe with ſuchnaiſe; 

Charming my Fears with ſuch lewd Words as theſe, 

A, Saint, a Martyr, Bliſs, Eternal Eaſe ? 

Such promiſed Glorics were for meaner Deeds. 

He's trebly bleſt by whom our Monarch bleeds. 

Cursd Prieſts did me with other Fools delude, 

Bribd with their Gifts of the Beatitude. 

Had [ that Life ſo. unadvis'dly laſt, 

"Tis not your fawning ſeſuitiſh Hoſt, 

Should &ecr prevail on my miſguided ſenſe, 

To (mother Guilt with Vows of Innocence : 

Nor thou, falſe Friend, as falſe to me or more, 

Then all thy Oaths for Coleman's Life before; 

With thy true Catholick proteſting Bredth, 

Should'ſt &'er betray me to a pejur'd Death. 

Blinded with 'Zeal, what, did we once admire 

A Sulph'rous Soul, by Jeſuits ſet on Fire ; 

A Headſtrong, Stupid, Raſh Bigotted ÞP —— 

Declar*d the open Enemy to Senſe. - * 

Weak are the Sacred Ties that ſhould attend -, 

The Name of Soy'raign, Brother, and of Friend ; 

This Pious Samſon would with Joy o'er throw. 

The Univerſe, and periſh by the Blow ; 

His Plots, tho known, yet will he ner give o'er, 

But ſtill Intreagues with his dear Babe] Whore ; 

| K 4 50 
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So much infected by that Fatal Bitch, 
He's all broke qut in Scabby Zeal and Itch, 
Could we diſtinftly view his Tainted Soul, ' 

| That all the Relicks of $ were ſmall, 
Compar'd with th*Scarsof his P——Spiritual : 
'Tis not the pow'rful Force of Fordan's Streams, 
Nor his dear Purgatorys cleanſing Flames, 

Can e*ce remove from his polluted Soul : 

The leaſt remains of a Diſeaſe ſo foul : 

You'll fay, tis bar.l that fizch a one as he 
Should be depriv'd of Naamans Remedy ; 

But there's diſtintion to be made, 1 hope, 

'T wixt thoſe that worſhip Rimmoen and the Pope, 
Amends for my intended Crimes I make, 

If Charles from his Lethargick Sleep I wake, 
But ſuch a Doſe of Opiats they have given 

To Roule him were a Miracie for Heaven ; 

I hope, tho when he hears what I can tell, 
Succeſs may Crown my Embaſly from Hell. 
I'll boldly name thofe that purſue his Life, 

And 'mongſt his Subjects feſter endleſs Strife ; 
Their Friends and their Adviſers I'll reveal, c 


Thoſe Holy Men that toucht with pious Zeal, 

Are ſuch Well-wiſhers to the Common Wea, 
T—— moſt Belov'd, and boldeſt Friend is he, 

VVho knows he muſt ſucceed by Gadbury ; - 

Yet ſome with wonder are ſurpriz'd to find 

T hat in the Loyal Ague of his Mind, 

His hot Fit comes in ſuch a proper time, 

V Vhoſe cold one thought the Covenant no Crime. 

Thenext a Slave to his Ambitious Pride, 

Muſt be the chief, - tho of the falling ſide; 

- This Hot-brain'd Machiavel once vainly ſtrove, 

For what he ne're can hope the Peoples Loye, 1 


-- 
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* But foil'd he flies for Refuge to the Throne, 
Truſting to th' Bladders ofhis V Vit alone, 
VVithout one Honeſt Thought to fix them on. 

The Third a V Vrack of the-divided Chits. 
Better than Jilting VVhore he Counterfeits ; 
But not his Treach'rous Eyes ditſoly:d in Tears, 


Nor the falſe Vizard his Ambition wears, 
Can blind the V Vorld,or hide what muſt be ſeen, 


His Practices with F and Maz — ». 
Vote on, poor Fools ! ye cy_—_ vent your Spleen 
Sure France and Y—— are aſufficient Screen : 


A Tax at home's a'Project Old and Dull, 

He'll find new ways to keep the Coffers Full : 

The French {hall ſome of our fled Gold reſtore, 
They ſuck like Leeches, but they ruin more 
When they Spue back part of th' infected Ore: 

''Tis his Contrivance too, by Change of Air, 

To eaſe our Monarch of his Fears and Care 
They jointly toil to make thy burden light, 
Knowing that Quiet isthy chief Delight, 4 
They therefore haſte and hurry thee to fight, 
NoMatter C thy Enemies they'l fright, (flight, 
One Stamps, oge 1alks, one VVeeps thy foes to 
I come (dread Lord) from the dark Shades below 
To give thee time]y notice of the Blow, 

Which thov may it yet prevent ; thiak well of tho ſe 
Whom now ( miſtaken ) you believe your Foes.. 
They who againſt your Will wou'd fix your Crown, 
Gi ving your Riches, Happineſs, Renown ; 

Which Met amerphoſe ſhould accepted be, 

Pecauſe redeem'd from Want and Infamy. , 
(Obſerve poor Wanderer, how thou walk'ſt alone, 
Might is the Atlas that ſupports thy Throne ). ' 


Haſt 


_— — - 
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Haſte to comply, defer it not too long, 
Thou can'it not: tem a Current that's ſo ſtrong. 
Truſt to th? Aﬀections of thy Britains bold, 
Give them but leave thy Honour to uphold ; 
Tho Beſſas, yet a Ceſar thou may'lt be, 
.Oppreſt with Trophies of their Victory, 


— ; — —  — 


On the P—(s of P—th's Piture, 
Sept. 1683. 


WH0 can on this Picture look, 

| And not itrait be wonder ſtrook, 
That ſuch a peaking doudy thing, 
Should make a Beggar of a King ? 
Three happy Nations turn to Tears, 
And all their former Love to Fears ; 
Ruine the Great, and raiſe the Small, 
Yet will by turns betray 'um All 
Lowly born, and meanly bred, 
Yet of this Nation is the Head : 
For half 7/b:teball make her their Court, 
Tho'th! other half make her their ſport. 
Monmouth's Tamer, Feffery's Advance, 
Foe to England, Spye for France ; 
Falſe and fooliſh, proud and bold, 
Ugly as you ſee, and Old. 


L 


Io a word, her mighty Grace 


Is Whore in all things but her Face. 


- 
-— 
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All Shams. 


| To the Tune of, Packingtow's Pound; 


| eſe 
N Invaſion from Dutchland is all the diſcourſe, 
And incredible Tale of Incredible force ! 

W hile cach graver vir Pol unfolded his Sheet, 
An exact Computation of Army and Fleet : 

Of their Horle and their Foot, 

And their Great Guns to boot, 
Each Fireſhip,cach Tender,and Flat-bottom'd Boat; 
The time of their Landing, and place, can reveal, 
But that, as a ſecret, as yet he'l conceal. 

[]. 
While each buſie-brain!d Machnie, -and Fool, 
Each' chattering Barber, cach Aporn and Rule ; * 
Let his private conceta be of ne'r fo much weight, 
And nought but his Trade he can call his Eſtate : 
Yet ſtraight he declares, 

It has long: been his Fears, 
He dreaded this buſineſs for ſeveral Years : 
Nay, the future events he coud cafily relate; 
But *tis dangerou:, Neighbours,and touches the State. 

HI. 


Now while we are hearing and telling of Lyes,' 

A Cloud from the 7 does quite darken the Skies : 
All /£gypr's ten Plagues do at once on us fall, 

For, in Naming the Iriſh, it compreherds all; 


Ta 
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To what purpoſe they come 
- Is no ſecret to Rome ; 


And, to gueſs at the conſequence, we may preſume : 


Old England was ne're ſo unhappy before, 


While the Scum of threeNations for aid we Implore. 


IV. 
Now lay by Chimeras of Fleets, and Armados, 
And, if you can, fairly march off to Barbadzes, 
Famaica, Virginia,” Or any Plantation, 


Except that of 7/41} Pen, the diſturber o'th* Nation ; 


To Lapland, of Greenland, 

Nay fail into Fmnland, 
To Presbyter Fohn, or the Iſlands within Land : 
And leave both your Honors, Eſtates and yourWives, 
Qn condition that you may depart with your Lives. 


c— 


—_ 


Fumbumbis ; or the North-Country 
Mayor, A Ballad. 


To the Tune of, Packinton's Pound. 


I Sing ef. no Heretic, Turk, or of Tartar, 
” But a ſufferingMayor,who may paſs for a Martyr; 
'For a ſtory (o 1rapic was never yet told 
By Fpx, or by Stow, thoſe Authors of old ; 
| Howa vile Lanſprezado, 
Did a Mayor Baſtinado, 

And play d him a Trick worſe than a Strapado. 

Oh Mayor, Mayor, thou bad'#t better never Tranſub'd, 

Than thus to be toſi'd in a Blanket, and drub'd. 


Il. All 


T OX >= kd 


Il. 
All laugh'd to behold this Saint of a Mayor 
To Heav'n aſſumyd on a Colſtaff of Air ; 
From theEarth tothe Skies they removedhis ſtation, 
So quick, you'd have thought it Tranſubſtantiation: 
Our Hereticks boalt, 
He for turning was tols'd, 
And ſent up, to catch the Religion h had loſt. 
Oh Mayor, Mayor, GC. 
III. 
Not Quixot himſelf was ever leſs daunted 
- For charging the Windmils, or Gyants Inchanted, 
A mind ſo reſolv'd what danger cou'd threaten ? 
'The Hero's the ſame, whether beat or is beaten : 
And the Cudgels and Stones 
May bruiſe and break Bones ; 
Tis the manner of Kicking for Kicking attones. 
Oh Mayor, Mayor, &C. | 
IV: 
The various Effects of his V Vorſhip's diſgrace 
Might have ſpoil'd the Bel-Air of a modeſter Face ;. 
But ſuch an aſſurance his cauſe does admit, 
He diſcovers as littleof ſhame, as of wit : 
For, beſides the expence, 
Wou'd one Poſt from thence 
To prove himſelf ſuch a Poltroon to his Prince ! 
Oh Mayor Mayor thoa 'd'ſt better have neverTranſub'd 
Than thus to be toſs d m a Blanket and Drub'd ! 
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Eſſay written over his Door upon an In- 
ftitution and Indudtion. 


bh 
"P'iS a ſtrange thing to think on 
That old Tom of Lincoln, 
Who writ for the Reformation, 
Shou'd ſo baſely ſubmit, 
Without honor, or Wit, 
To the Reading the Declaration. 
II. 
Who ever takes Order 
From this Satan-Recorder,; 
Ard thinks to go out a Divine, 
Will find it a Folly 
To expect the Ghoſt Holy, 
"Tis the Devil that enters the Swine 


A new Song of the Times, 1683. 


Pct folly br ever 
The Whiggs to endeavour 
Diſowningtheir Plots, when all theWorld knowgyin; 
Did they not fix 
On a Council of Six, 
Appointed to Govern tho no Body Choſe *um. 
. "my that bore ſway, 
;Rnew not one would Obey Did 


Shot 
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' Did Trincalo make ſuch a ridiculous pother ; 
Monmonth's the Head, 
To ſtrike Monarchy dead, 
They choſe themſelvesVice-Roysall o're oneanother. 
; I I. 
Was't not a damn'd thing, 
For R— and Hw—, 
T'o ſerve all the Projects of Hot-headed Tony ; 
But much more untoward 
To appoint my Lord H——D— (ney 
With his own Purſe and credic to raiſe Men and Mo- 
That at Knightsbridge did hide 
Thoſe brisk Boys unſpy'd 
Who at Shaftsbury's Whiſtle were ready to follow ; 
And when Aid he ſhould bring, 
Like a true Branford King, 
Was here with a Whoop and gone with a hollow: 
II. 
Algernoon Sidney, 
Of Common- Wealth Kidney, 
Compos'd adamn'd Libel ( ay marry was it) 
Writ to occaſion 
Ill Blood in the nation, 
And therefore diſpers'd it all over his Cloſet : 
It was not the Writing 
Was prov'd or Indicting ; 
Tho he urg'd Statates , what was it but fooling, 
Since a new Truſt is 
Plac'd in the Chief Juſtice, | 
To damn Law and Reaſon too by over-ruling. 
IV. 
What ifa Traytor, 
In ſpite of the State Sir, 
Should cut his own Throat from oncEar to oy 
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Shall then a new freak 
Make Braddon and Speak 
To be more concern'd than his Wife or his Brother, 
A Raſor all Bloody 
Thrown outof a Study 
Is Evidence ſtrong of his deſperate guilt, Sir ; 
So Godfrey, when dead, 
Full of horrour and dread, 
Run his Sword thro' his Body up to the Hilt Sir. 
V 


144 


VVho can think the caſe hard 
Of Sir P— W——&q; 
That lor'd his juſt Rights more than thoſe of his 
*_ Oh Diſloyal Ears, (Highneſs. 
As on Record appears, 
Not to hear when to do the Papiſts a kindneſs. 
An Old doting Citt. | 
V Vith his Elizabeth V Vit, / 
Againſt the French Mode for freedom to hope on 
His Ears that told lies 


| VVere leſs dult chan his Eyes, 7] 
For both them wereſhut whenall others were open. 
DJ: 4 VI. 
All Europe together Pix 
Can't ſhew ſuch a Father 
So tendery nice of his Sons Reputation, Old 
Ag our good King is | Wh, 
To labour to bring his, = FY 


By tricks to ſubſcribe to a ſham Declaration.” Whil, 
"Twas very good reaſon Fi 
To pardon his "Treaſon, To t 

ToObey(not his own, but) hisBrothersCommand,Sir, And 


To merit whoſe.grace, Be 
He muft in the-firit place .  -, _ later 
Confefs he's a villain under his hand Sir, | | 
VII. Since 
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Since Fate the Court bleſles, 
With daily ſucceſſes, 


# 


And giving upCharters go round for a frolick 
W hilft our D Nero, 


The Churches blind Hero, 
By Murders is planting his Faith Apoſtolick, 

Our Modern Sages, 

More wiſe than paſt Ages 
Think ours to Eſtabliſh by Popiſh Succeſlors, 

ueen Beſs never thought it, 

And Cecil forgot it, | 

But 'tis lately found out by our prudent Addreflors. 


— 


A Heroick Scene. 


Enter Oliver's Porter, Fidler, and Poet 
in Bedlam. 


The Scene adorned with ſeveral of the Poets own 
Flowers, known by the 7tallick Charadter. 


mn.) Glory ! Glory | who are thele appear ?. 
| My Fellow-Servants,Poet,Fidler here 2? 
Old Hodge the Conſtant, Fohnny the Sincere. 

Who ſent you hither ? And pray tell me why 

An horrid ſilence does Invade mine Eye, 

While not one ſound of Voice from you I ſpye. 
Fohnny. | come to let thee know, the time is now 
To turn and fawn, and flatter as we do, : 

And follow that which does too faſt purſue, _ 

Be wiſe, neglect your Intereſt now no more ; 

Intereſt ! The Prince we ſerve, the God w' adore. + 
| "'# ! 
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] for the Royal Martyr firſt declar'd ; 
But, ere his Head was off, I was prepar-d 
To own the Rump, and for that Cauſe did Rhime ; 
But thoſe kick'd out, next Moment turn'd to him 
Who routed them : Call'd him my Soveraign, 
And prais'd his opening of a Kingly Vein. 
Hodge, I by my Lowring Vianets was accurſt 
To be for barren Loyalty at firlt ; 
But when to Ne/s, our Charle;'s fate gave place, 
I could abyjure the Unhappy Royal Race : 
To Noel 1 all my fingers skill did ſhow, 
And charm'd his Highneſs with my nimble Bow. 
Befides, 1 ſerv'd him as a faithful Spy, 
And did decoy the Cavalicriſh Fry ; 
Gold from his bounteous Highneſs charmed myEyes, 
My old Whore Ba!tr G1---fs could ne're ſuffice 
For the Expence-and -Equipage of ſpies. 
Fohany. Come joyn with us to make our Party 
And you can never be in Bedlam long. + (ſtrong, 
Hodge. Were you yet Madder you might ſerve the 
And beconcern'd inthings of greateſt weight. (ſtate, 
Johnny. For (as Turks their Santons) we adore 
The Fools and Madmen, and their aid implore : 
They're ſuch who ſhare my Panegyrick Vir 
Hodge. To ſuch I write, not to Philoſophers./ (bring 
Porter. Such frequent turns ſhould you to Bedlam 
From Rump to Cromwell, Cromwell to the King; 
Then to your 1dol Church, next to the Pope, 
Which may one gay. prefer you to the Rope : 
I amongſt Madmen am confin'd tis true, 
But I have more ſolidity than you, | 
Fobwny. A Windmill is not fickle ; for we find ' 
That it 1s always conſtant to the Wing 
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I never change; I'm till to Intereſt true ; 
The Conquerour ever does my Muſe ſubdue ; 
And with whatever Toſling ſhe ſhall meet, 
She, like a Cat, ſhall light upon her feet. 
Hodge. How long did 1 write fortheExgliſhChurch, 
Yet now think fit to leave her inthe lurch : 
Like Will otÞ*-Wiſpe tl! Interiour Clergy I 
Led into Quagmires, where | let them lie; 
Some into Boggs and Ditches I have caſt, 
Where let them flounder what they will,they're'faſt : 
So far Crape-Gown is plung'd into the mire, 
It is not poſſible it ſhould retire, | 
Porter. My Spirit boils within my troubled Breaft, 
Theſe Rogues are come to interrupt my reſt. 
Fobnny. When the Exalted Whiggs were. in their 
'I ſpent my Oyl and Labour on their fide. 
Wrote a Whigg Play, and Shaftsbury out-ran ; 
For all my Maxims were Republican ; 
For the Excluding-Bill I did declare, , 
Libell'd and Rail'd, and did no Monarch ſpare; 
When they began to droop I fac'd about, 
And with my Pen1 damn'd the 7/7b;ggiſh rout. 
Nay every turn before-hand I can find, 
As your ſagacious Hog foreſees the Wind. 
Hodge. You nimbly turn to that which does prevail, 
No Seaman e're could ſooner ſhift his Sail. 
Tohnny. Like a true Renegado ſtill I maul 
The party 1 forſook with utmoſt gall. 
Hodge. So | ere long ſhall damn the HeretickSouls 
Of my old Comrade Cotfce-Prieſts near Pauls. 
' Spies upon all their Pulpits I maintain, 
And if of Rome, or Slavery they complain, 
Or for their own againſt our Church they Preach ; 
! roar as if they did Sedition Teach ; < 
| L 2 
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I brand the Perſon with moſt Venemous Lies 

If 1] want Truth, Invention ſtill ſupplies. 

 PFobnny. But a reſerve [ kept for Monmouth ſtill, 
Should he prevail, | with ſuch equal skill 

With Satyr-mingled praiſe he could not take it Il, 

And had that Prince Victorious been at Lime, 

I the Black- Box had juſtified in Rhime. 

1 was prepar'd to praiſeor to abhor him, 

Satyr | had and Fanegvriek for him. 
[Por. afide.] Oh feed of Lecuſts, from the Infernal 

You'l cauſe my anger and i'le make you quake. (Lake 
Hedge. Long my ily pen ſerv'd Rewe,and | atchiev'd 

Ample Rewards, whole ſholes of Prieſts deceiv'd. 

I wrought with ſuch Imperceptible Tools, 

Fhat I of heaps of Guineas guſl'd thoſe Fools : 

The only Bubbles in the World they be, 

Who, to their coſt, mult feel before they ſee : 

In publick yet the Eng/ih Church I own, 


+=.» Tho'I am ſubtilly Writing of it down; 


For yet it is not time | ſhould declare 
Leſt Fools, to whom | write, ſhould be aware, 
Fohmny. Men beſt thernſelves 'gainſt open foes de- 
But periſh ſurely by a ſeeming Friend ; ( fend, 
One Son turn'd me, 1 turn'd the other two ; 
But had not an Indulgence, Sir, like you ; 
T felt my Purſe inſenſibly conſume 
Till I had openly declar'd for Rowe. 
Hodge. Now feHow Servant pray at length be wiſe 
And follow our Example and Advice, 
Porter. VVhat ! turn to Rowe, who did our City 
And wou'd our Ancient Government o'return?( burn? 
Hodge. Hold! Is not the Inſcription blotted out ? 
Por, Therefore who burnt theCitynoneneed doubt, 


Tohnny, 


wy ty AAA .. oc" 
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Tobrny. It was Almighty Fire fromHeav'n came 
To puniſh the Rebellious ſtiff-neck'd Town; (down 
All which had periſh'd in devouring flames, 

Tho on the fire y'had emptied all the Thames ; 
Had all its Waves been on the Houſes tot, 
Ithad but baſted them as they did roſt ; 

But Heaven a Chryftal Pyramid aid take, 

Of that a broad Extinguiſher did make 

In Firmamental Waters dipt above, 

To Hood the Flames which to their Quarry ſtrove. 

Porter. A Pyramid Extinguiſher to Hood ! 

*T'is Nonſenſe never to be underſtoad, 

Hod. W hat,you believe the Plot of Varlet Oates ? 

Por. Ten Proclamations and Four Senates Votes. 

Fobn, That —_— Life was by the Papiſts ſped ? 

Por. Oh, No ! He kill'd himſelf when he wasdead. 

Hod. To Jeſuits dying you will Credit give. 

Por. Yes ! full as much as all the while they live, 
But dying Proteſtants Vie not believe, 

For they allow of neat Equivocation, 
And of flat Lies, with Mental Reſervation. 

Fohn. Hark Hodge: T ogainhim we in vain contend, 
Qur Fellow Servant is a Wagg, dear Friend. | 

Hodge, Ile try him farther ; for his Parts are ſuch, 
Tobring him o're muſt needs avail us much, (Darchs 
Who are for Rome'6r France *gainlt th* Engliſh & the 
ComeFellow Servant, you blieve our Plot 
Of Ruſſel, H — 1, Sydney, and what not 2? 

Of B-—, Walcet, of Bow- ſteeple and the Rye 
Por.For R —- [would, but H-— # wou'd nct Lie, 

Rumbald and Walcoat too did both deny 

Ayloff to boot ; but Cowards are not brave; 

Por Fear's a Paſſion which all Cowards have : 


LL 3 Ye 
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Yet to the Plot I firm belief afford, 
Of th' Evidence I credit not one word. 


Fohnny. Can you diſtruſt what G= and E— ſay ? * 


Port.W hat! two ſuchExcellentMoral Men as they! 
Hod. Others there are {wore homeasMen cou'd do, 
Por, Who for theirLives muit (wear home *tis true. 
Againſt the Popiſh Crew none ever ſwore 
But a full Pardon he obtain'd before ; 
Theſe Swearers are like Cormorants, for they, 
On Whiggs with ropes about their gullets prey. 
Fobn, What then? will you not be to Intereſt true? 
We both are of the ſame belief with you 3; 
Put we know better what we haveto do. 
Por. afide. Did ever Hell ſend ſuch a brace of 
Such abject Cowards, Mercenary Slaves! (Knaves; 
C Exit frowning . 
7ohn, His looks are wild, bis fiery Eye- balls roul, 
A Raging Tempeſt's labouring in his Soul. 
Let's prudently retire. 

Porter Re-enters with a great Bible givenbim byNell G, 
Por, You ſneaking Rognes would you be gone ? 
Here's that ſhall knock both you and Popery down. 
He knocks thens *down with the Bible, and ſtamps upon 
them, they get up. r | 

Hodge. Raſh Man ! for this I full revenge will take, 
And fer our Evidence upon your back. 

7obn. Audacious Fool, how dare you tempt your 
Provoking me a Pillar of the State, ( fate ? 
Who with my Pen alone have turn'd the Scale, 
And made the Tories o're the Whiggs preyail ? 
Hodge, Your Pen alone ! OE, 
Can I this Arrogance endure to hear, 
Wou'd you uſurp the Garland I ſhould wear ? 


obmny; 
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Fobuny. You with your Forty Eight, and Forty One, 
VVith Screws and Antipendiums plagu'd the Town ; 
V Vhile even the Fhiggs admir'd my lofty Verſes, 
Your VVitle(s Profe did Fodder Torys Arſes, 
Hodge. Vl through your Arſe touch Honour to 
(the quick, 
And find if you have any by this kick. [ Kicks the Poet. 
Fohnny. Kick on, old Fool, till you your Toes ſhall 
I have had ſeveral, and can bear them all : (maul, 
Beſides, I'm us'd tot —— _ 
Porter. Hence you wretched Slaves, 
There is Contagion in ſuch Fools and Knaves. 
II wring your Necks off, if you ever more 
Preſume to ſet your feet within this door : 
I'm Chief, and have Dominion in this place. 
\ Fohbnny. TI ſpend my guſhing blood upon thy Face ; 
And if thou dar'ſt effect thy dire Deſign 
With my two Hands Ill fling my Head at thine: 
Porter. Hlolloa St. Dennis, have at you. 
Fohnny, Murder, Murder! [Hekicks and beats them, 
Hodge. Help, Help ! they run roaring out. 
Porter. lon theſeKnaves ſhall never more complain, 
They have call'd back my wandring ſenſe again. 
[ He Pawſes, and ſeems to come t0 himſelf. 
Of all Mankind, happy alone are we, 
From all Ambition, from all Tumults free : 
No Plots nor vile lnformers need we fear ; 
No Plagues, nor Tortures for Religion here. 
Our Thoughts, nay even our very words are free 
Not damn'd by Fines, or loſs of Liberty ; ; 
None here's impeach'd by a vile Table ſpyc 
VVho with an Inmendo backs his lye ; © * 
VVords and Lampoons we laugh at, and ne're care 
VVhat's {aid by Men, if Actions they forbear; 


4 Anecg 
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Anger at words is weakneſs underſtood, 

Since none can Ridicule ought that is good ; 

. Tis VVomaniſh, and ſprings from Impotence, 
For no great Man at words e're took Offence. 
At Rome, inall her Glory, words were free; 
Juſt Governments can never Jealous be ; 

But when to Tyranny Rome did decline, 
VVeak Emperours with Delatores join 

To plague the people, and themſelves undo ; -.. 
For when they're fear'd they muſt be hated too, [ 
And whom Men hate with Ruin they'll purſue. 
One VVitneſs and a Circumſtance for Fas, 

Is not enough ; we muſt prove Overt Acts. 

Our happy Government makes no Offence, 

But open andRebellious Violence. 

VVhich we to quell no ſtanding Army need, 

Nor can Dragoons upon free Quarter feed ; 
Booted Apoſtles we have none, that come 

To knock and beat Men to the Church of Rome ; 
VVhen its Butt-end prevails not, Torments will, 
For Lewis is not' yet ſo Merciful to kill. | 
Here we divided from the troubled V Vorld, 

Reſt and are into no Confuſions hurcl'd ; 

Fot all our wants does our wiſe State provide 
Here ev'ry Vacant place is ſtill ſupply'd, 

VVith Perſons that are duly qualify'd ; 
' No favour raiſes a Deſertleſs Knave, 
Nor Infamy, nor yet the Gold he gave: 

How would all Subjects envy us, ſhou'd we 
Publiſh the ſecrets of our Hierarchy '? 
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The True Way to Honour. 


I, 
Oud you (Sir) attain that Honour, 


Favourites neither know nor mind, 


March under Vertue's Noble Banner, 
Change not Faith with each -Court Hind. 
Neither. pray to Saint nor Lady, 
Their Religion's but a Teſt, 
Who kneel down to a painted Baby, 
Worſhipping the Reman Beaſt. 
[ I. 
Why in the Youth yet Intereſled, 
That's a point I car. t reach, 
Cauſe Monarchs have the Sparks addreſſed, 
Muſt that belief and Duty teach ? 
Well, ſince we may not diſpute that matter, 
"This I hope will be conteſs'd, 
Who build their Faith on Holy Water, 
Worſhip to the Reman Beaſt. 
| [1]. 
Ia ſhort, the beſt way to promotion, 
Is to make the Laws your Rule, 
And truckle to fuch blind Devotion, 
Which does Religion ridicule. 
VVhat tho their Cauſe a while prevails, 
Stick you to that endures the Teſt, 
Let them cry up their P——of W——, 
VVho worſhip to the Rowan Beaft, 
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A New Litany. 


To the Tune of, Cook Lawrei invited the Devil bis Gueſt, 8c. 


\Rom Jeſuitical Polls, who proudly Expoſe 
RK The only Bulwark 'twixt them,and their Foes, 
ToRamble i'th' Night to ſee Rare ſhows ; 
For ever Good Lord deliver me. 
From a Pious Wiſe K—who lets his reign paſs, 
In raiſing of Villains, and hearing of Maſs, 
All whoſe deſigns ſtill prove but mine A— ; 
| For ever, &C. 
'Who is rid, and impos'd on, by many a ſcore 
Qf Prieſts, Mac's, and Footmen,his Q. and his W-- 
Who to make his Foes Rich, will make his Friends 
For ever, &c. (Poor ; 
Who without doing buſineſs ſtill o're it does Buz, 
Takes always wrong Meaſures in all that he does, 
As prepoſtrous in State as H—— in's Cloaths ; 
For ever, GC. 
Who has made his Religion a Ridiculous Jeſt, 
And ſells all his Friends to buy off the Teſt, 
Yet gives it his Servants from biggeſt to leaſt ; 
| For ever, GC. 
From a P— cein whoſe wordand promiſe no truſt is, 
And aCourt without Conſcience, Honour and Juſtice, 
Who's busneſs, Pride, Flattry, Intreſt, and Luſt is; 
For ever, GC, | 


From 


is, 
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- From a blinking Confeflor, as free of his Word, 


And as ſlack in performance as his diſciplin'd Lord, 


Whoſe Merits in time may meet with a Cord ; 


For ever, &c, 

From --7res that poſitive Politick Sage, 
Who ;i-..m1- upon Heavn, and comforts his Age, 
In filly 11s Codters, and Buggring his Page; 

For ever, GC. 
From a {1-cyat," atl-ſetting,King-killing Raſcal, 
Wi ipigi of tyoſe Villanies, which he's paſt all, ' 
Is becoim. a ings Favourite, ev'n trom a Stall 

For ever, OC, 
From a Hofier preferr'd before all the State blocks, 
Frernm YPreacling 1n 1 ubs, and footing of Socks, 
And giving Quack Bills to cure the Pox ; 

For ever, QC. 
Who had hang'd in Homes itead with ahandſomer face, 
And the Joiner had gain'd the Counſellours place, 
If to impeach firſt he had had but the Grace ; 

For ever, GC. 
From a Nation, which now in ſo woful a cafe is, 
To be call'd by Zhurch Cheats,and JeſuiticalClaſhes, 
Who their Politicks learn from whipping boys A— 

For ever, GC. 


Epitaph on the Lord Fairfax, by the 
Duke of Buckingham. 


Nder this Stone does lye, 
' One Born for Victory ; 
Fairfax the Valiant, and the only He, 


Who cer for that alone a Conqueror would be. 


Both 
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Both Sexes Vertues were in him combin'd : 
. "He had the Fierceneſs of the Manlieſt Mind, 

And eke the Meekneſs too of Woman-kind. 
He never knew what Envy was, or Hate : 

His Soul was fill'd with Wroth, and Honeſty ; 
And with another thing, quite out of date, 

Call'd Modeſty: 
IT 

He neer ſeem'd Imputent, but in the Field ; a Place 


Had any ſtranger ſpy*d him in the Room 

With ſome of thoſe whom he had evercome, 

And had not heard their Talk, but only ſeen 

Their geſture and their mean, 

'They wou'd have ſworn hehad the Vanquiſh'd been; 

- For as they brag'd, and dreadful wou'd appear, 

While they their own ill lucks in War repeated, 

His Modeſty ſtill made him bluſh, to hear 

How often he had them Defeated. 

I1E 
Through his whole Life, the Part he bore 
Was Wonderful, and Great, 

And yet, it ſo appear'd in nothing more, 

Than in his private laſt retreat : 
For it's aſtranger thing, to find 
One Man of ſuch a Glorious mind 
As can diſmiſs the Pow'r.h* has got, 

Than Millions of the Polls and Braves, 

Thoſe deſpicable Fools and Knaves, 
Who ſuch a Pother make, 
Through dulnefs and miſtake 

In ſeeking after PowT, but get it not. 


Where Impudence it ſelf dares ſeldom ſhow her Face: 
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I V. 
When all the Nation he had won, 
And with expence of Blood had bought, 
Store great enough he thoughc 
Of Fame and of Renown); 
He then his Arms laid down, 
With full as little Pride 
As if he had been of his Enemies fide, 
Or one of them cou'd do that were undone : 
He neither Wealth, nor Places ſought ; 
For others, not himſelf, he Fought. 
He was content to know, 
For he had found it ſo, 
That, when he pleas'd, to Conquer, he was able; 
And left the Spoil and Plunder to the Rabble : 
He might have beena King ; 
But that he underſtood 
How much it is a meaner thing 
To be unjuſtly Great, than Honorably good. 
7. 


This, from the World, did Admiration draw, 
And, from his Friends, both Love and Awe, 
Remembring what in Fight he did before : 
| And his Foes lov'd him too, 

As they were bound to do, 


Becauſe he was reſolv'd to Fight no more, ( we, 


So,bleſsd of all, he Dy'd ; but far more bleſs'd'were 
If we wete ſure to live, tilt we cou'd ſee 
A Man as Great in War, in Peace as Juſt, as he. 
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- A Match, between the keen Raſor, and 

the dull Ax, 1683. Occafioned by 

2 death of the Lord Ruilcl and the 
E, of Eflex. 


E N Pounds to a Crown, ( who will make the 
On Bomini's head,againſt Squire Carch; (match) 
Whoſe Inſtrument ſhall make moſt quick diſpatch; 
The Noble Raſor, or ths Ax 
$ In Bulk, ( perhaps) not Virtue, lacks ; 
4 Which, by rare ſlight of hand, can do 
More at one ſtroke, than that at two : 
So Gems are precious, which unite 
In little Orbs, great Rays of Light : 
More ſubtle than th Inchanted Sword, 
W hich flew twice o'er 
The Knight, once ſlain before ; 
For thou cou'dft kill, 
Againſt thy will, 
And his, and ours, a Noble Lord. 
I 1: 
Dead doing Tool ! ſurely juſt Fate 
Will dub'thee now the Ax of State; 
If firſt the grateful Heavns ſhall not Tranſlate 
The thither, to maintain 
The Regiment of C—— his V Vain, 
But gentle Muſe, I pray thee tel], 
What made that Hack, this Shave lowell: 
And why the dapper Mon? eur Can 
Out-do the heavy Engliſhman ? 


-" Did 
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Did the old Ax, on that great day, «+» 
It went away 
To Rome, to be Enſhrin'd, 
Steal all the Steel ; and only Iron leave behind ? 
Or did the Hone | 
Sharpen the Rafor, 'to the Ax give none ? 
III. 
YVou'd you this Riddle underſtand ; 
Diſtinguiſh 'twixt the Butcher's clumſy Hand, 
And:the inviſible Command, 
Divines allow, the unſeen Powers 
May wonders work ; and why not ours, 
V Vhether on Scattolds, or in Towers ? 
All you, whoſe Lot 
It once may be to go to Pot, 
VVhen exer the State ſhall hit your Blot; 
And you whoſe Heads by ſullen Fates 
Are doom( to fall at theſe hard rates : 
Pray uſe your Barbers cheaper Art, 
And let your bungling Butchers bear no Part. 
Now, for a curious Youth to cut your Throats, 
VVho ( on occaſion fine, and neat ) 
VVill do the clever Feat ; 
Let truſty Monſieur preingage your ready Votes. 


A—— 


, INC IIIE 


A New Litany in the Tear, 1684. 


Rom Immoderate Fines and defamation, 
. From Braddons Pennyleſs Subornation, 
And from a Bar of Aſſaſſination, 
Libera nos, &c. 


From 
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From a Lawyer that ſcolds like, an Oyſter Wench, 


From an Engliſh Body, and a Mind that is French, 
And from the new Bonner upon the Bench, 


Libera 0s, QC, 
From the Partial Preaching that is now in Faſhion, 


From Divinity to undo a Nation, 

From Wooden Shoes, and Tranſubſtantiation, 
Liberg nos, Oc, 

From the Nonfencial cant of a Loyal Add reſſor 

From the Impudent Shams of Popiſh Profeſſor, 

And from Proteſtant Zeal in a Popiſh Succeſlor, 
Libera nos, '&, 

From all thoſe Eſau's within their Nonage, 

That would both our Laws and Liberties Forage, 

And fell their Birthright for a Meſs of a Court Pot- 

tage, Libera nos, QC, 

From Juries that Murther do Juſtice call, 

And undoing of Men a Matter but imall, 

And from the Star-Chamber in Wetminſter-Hall, 

L:bera nos, &c. 
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The Fable of the Pot and Kettle, a it 
was told by Collonel Titus the Night 
before he Kiſs d the Kings Hand. 


S down the Torrent of an angry Flood, 
An Earthen Pot, and a Braſs Kettle flow'd ; 
The heavy Caldron, ſinking and diſtreſs'd 

Bi his own Weight,and the fierce V Vaves oppreſsd, 
Slily beſpoke the lighter Veſlels Aid ; 

And to the Earthen Pitcher friendly faid, 

Come, Brother, why ſhould we divided loſe 

The ſtrength of Union, and our ſelves expoſe 

To the inſults of this poor paltry Stream, 

Which with united Forces we can ſtem ? 

Tho different heretofore have been our Parts, 
The Common Danger reconciles our Hearts ; 
Here, lend me thy kind Arm to break the Flood. 
The Pitcher this New Friendſhip underitood, 

And made this Anſwer ; Tho 1 with for Eaſe 

And Safety, this Alliance does not pleaſe ; 

Such different Natures never will agree, 

Your Conſtitution is too rough for me ; 

If by the Waves I againſt you am toſt, 

Or you to me, 1 equally am loſt ; 

And fear more Miſchief from your hard-end-fide, 
Than from the Shores, the Billows, or the Tide : 
| calmer Days and ebbing Waves attend, c 


Rather than buoy yqu up, and ſerve your end, 
To periſh by the Rzgor of my Friend, | 
| . M. The 
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The Moral. 
. Earn bepce (_1e (Foige ) and att no more like Fosls, 
4 Nor tru Mb r3ewdjbip who wou'd wake you Tools ; 


While empty Praiſes. ard a Flatt'rys ferwe.; 

Pay with Rom 'd Thanks ,vhat their feign 'd ſmiles deſerve: 
But let not the Alliance farther pa 

For know that you are Clay, and oe are Braſs. 


Epitaph on Harry Care. 


True Diſſenter here does lye indeed, 

He ne'er with any, or himſelf agreed ; 
but rather than want ſubjects to his ſpight, 
Wou'd Snake-like turn, and his own Tail wou'd bite, 
Sometime, 'tis true, he took the faſter ſide, ) 
But when he came by ſufffring to be y'd, 
The Craven ſoon betray'd his Fear and Pride : 
Thence, Sertle-like, he to recanting fell 
Of all he wrote, or fanci'd. to be well ; 
Thus purg'd from good ; and thus prepar'd by evil, 
He fac'd to Rome, and marcht oft to the Devil. 


"5 | AN 


A New Way to Honour. 


Ou'd you be a Man of Honour, 
Wou'd you be advanc'd to Place, 
Take Meaſures from good Biſhop Bonner, 
And Maxims from Tyrconnel's Grace ? 


Pray 


S| 
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' Pray to a Lady that can hear ye; 


Who, as She's Greateſt, is the Beſt; 
Your Suit is granted, never fear ye, 
If you't worſhip to the Ef. 
I I. 
Next in her Son get intereſſed, 
That's a Point muſt be believ'd ; 
Mighty Kings have been Addrefled, 
Monarchs cannot be deceiv'd. 
Come, come, neer diſpute the Matter; 
That Religion muſt be beſt, 
Which purges fin with Holy Water, 
Therefore worſhip to the Eff, 
III. 
In ſhort, if you wou'd gain Promotion, 
Do as Holy Church Commands, 
Be conſtantly at her Devotion, 
And ſerve her with your Heart and Hands: 
Tis our Religion now prevails, 
Therefore ſtill maintain the Jeſt, 
Swear Fealty to the P— of I 
And worſhip always to the E#, 


———__—_——— 


A Lenten Prologue refus'd by the Play- 
ers, 1682, 


Ur Prologue-Wit grows flat:the Naps worn off ; 
And howſoce'er We turn, and trim the Stuff, 
The Gloſs is gone, that look'd at firſt fo gaudy ; 
'Tis now no Jeſt to hear young Girls talk Baudy. 
But Plots, and Parties give new matter birth ; 
And State DiſtraCtions ſerve you here for mirch ! 
M 2 | Aft 
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At England's coſt Poets now purchaſe fame ? 
While Factious Heats deitroy us, without Shame 
Theſe wanton Neroes fiddle to the Flame. p 
The Stage, like old Kump pulpits, - is become 

The Scene of News, a furivus Party's Drum. 

Here Poets beat their Brains for Volunteers, 

And take falt hold of Alles by their Ears. 

Their jingling Rhime for Rea'on here vou ſwallaw; 
- Like Orpheus Muſick makes Baits tofollow. 

What an enlightning Grace is want of Bread? (Head! 
How it can change al ibeller's Heart,&clear aLaureats 
Open his Eyes till he the Mad Prophet ſee Meda!. 
Plots working in a future power to be P. 41- 
Traitors unform'd to his Second Sight arc clear ; 
And Squadrons here,and $quadrons thet e appear C 
Rebellion is the Burden of the Seer. 

To Bays in Vition were of late reveald 

Whigg Armies,that at Knightsbridg layconceal d, (Reher. 
And tho no mortal Eyecould ſee't before Com.p. 21. 
The Battel was juſt entring at the Door ! Rehcarl. 
- A dangerous Aſſociation—lign'd by None ! Comedy 
The Joyner's Plot-to ſeize the King alone. ! p. 5. 
Stephen with College made this Dire compact; 
The watchful 1; took 'm in the Fatt -- c 
Of riding arm'd /. Oh Traiterous Overt AC ! 

With each of 'em an ancient Piſtol fided ; 

Againſt the 5tatute in that Caſe provided, + 

But why was ſuch an Hor of $wearers preſt ? 
Their ſuccour was il] Husbandry at beit. 

Bayes crown'd Mule by Scvereign Kight of 3atyr, 
Without deſert can dub a man a 'Iraitor. 

And Toryes, without troubling Law, or Reaſon, 
By Loyal laſtinct can find Flots and 'Treaſen. 


F ut 


wt 
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' But here's our Comfort; though they never ſcan 


The Merits of the Cauſe, but of the Man, 

Qur gracious Stateſmen vow not to forſake 

Law — that is made by Judges whom they Make. 
Behind the Curtain, by Court- Wires, with eaſe 
Thy turn thoſe Þ Iv ant Puppets as the v pleaſe. 
With frequent Parliaments our hopes they feed, 
Such ſhall be ſure to meet—but when there's Need. 
When a fick State, and finking Church call for *em 
Then 'tis our Torics moſt of all abhor *em, 

Then Pray'r, that Chriſtian Weapon of defence, 
Grateful to Heaven, at Court is an Ottence, 

If it dare fpeak thy untamperd Nations ſenſe. 

Nay Paper's Tumuit, when our Senates ceaſe; 
And fome Mens Names alone can break the Peace. 
Petitioning diſturbs the Kingdom's Quiet ; 

As chooſing honeſt Sheritls makes a Kyot: 

To puniſh Raſcals, and bring France to Reaſon, 

ls to be hot, and preſs things out of Sealon ; p 
And to damn Fopery is [ri Trealon. 

To love the King, and Knaves about him hate, 

is a Fanatick Plot againſt the State, 

To Skreen lus Pcriz:n trom a Popiſh Gun 


| Has all the miſchiefin't ot Forty Oe, 


To fave our i aith,and keep our. t reedom's Charter, 
ls once again to make a Kayal Martyr. 

This Logick is of Tory's deep inditing 

The very beſt they have—but Oaths, and Fighting. 
Let *'em then chime it on, if *twill oblige ye, 

And Ruger vapour o'cr us in Effgte. 

Let 'em in Ballads give their folly Vent, 

And fing-up Nonſenſe to their Hearts content. 

If for the King { as All's pretended ) they 

Do here drink Healths,and curſe, fure we may pray, 
M3 Heaven 
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Heaven once more keep him then for Healing Ends, 
Safe from old Foes— but moſt fromhis new Friends ! 
Such Proteſtants as prop a Popiſh Caule, 

And Loyal Men, that break Fll Bounds of Laws ! 
Whoſe Pride is with his Servants Salaries fed, 

And when they've ſcarce left him a Cruſt of Bread, 
Their corrupt Fathers foreign Steps to follow, 
Cheat even of icraps, and that laſt Sop would ſwal. 
French Fetters may this }{le no more endure ; ( low, 
Spite of Rome's Arts ſtand England's Church ſecure, 
Not from ſuch Brothers as deſire to mend it, 


But falſe Sons, who deſigning worſe to rend it 
With leud Lives, and no Fortunes would defend it. 


— 


—_ 


Dangerficld's Ghoſt ro J— 


tou ! Revenge ! my injur'd Shade begins 
To haunt thy uilty Soul, and ſcourge thy fins: 
For fince to me thou ow'ſt the heavieſt ſcore, 
Whoſe Living words tormented thee before, 
WhenDead,Pm come to plague thee yet once more, 
Don't ſtart away, nor think thy Braſs to hide, 
But ſeethe diſmal ſhape in which 1 dy'd ! 

My Body all defornid with putrid Gore, 
Bleeding my Soul away at every Pore ; 
Puſht faſter on by Francs, leſs unkind ; 

My Body ſwoln, and bloated as thy Mind. 
This dangling. Eye- Ball rolls about in vain, 

Never to find its proper ſeat again, | 
The hollow Ce}/ uſurpt by Blood and Brais : 
The trembling Jurys Verdict ought to be 
Min der d at once, by Francis, and by Thee. 


"bod > hl — 
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The. Groans of Orphans, and the pondrous guilt 
Of all the Blood that. thou haſt ever 1ſpilt 5 
Thy: Counteys Caſe, the Rabbles, Spite, and all 
Thdfe' ſhes ſent thee fince thy /ong-wiſhe all 3 
The Nobles juſt Revenge, fo bravely bought, 

For all''the 1Ils thy bfo/ence has wrought : 
May thefe and more their utmoſt force combine, 
Joyn all their Z#rovgs,and mix their Cries with mine. 

And ſee, if Terror has not ſtruck thee blind ; 
See hete a long, a ghaſtly Train behind ! 
Far, far,, from utmoſt #/ E $. T they crowd away, 
And hov'ring o'er, fright back the fickly Day ; 

Had the poor Wretches /i#n'd as much as Thee, 
Thou ſthow'dſt not have forgot Humanity : 
Who:eer in Blood can ſo much pleaſure take ? 

Tho an ill Fudge wou'd a good. Hang-man make. 
Each hollows in thy Ears, Prepare ! Prepare 
For what thou my, yet what thou canſt not bear ! 
Each, at-thy Heart a bloody Dagger aims, 
Upward to Gibbers point, downward to cnlelſs Flames, 


—_ 


ls 4 AS "EE a 
4 ———_—_— 


— 


The Troop at Beaconsfield and their 
March. 


AMS of Rufhans, bound up in a Band, 
A. The ſhame of their Sex,& the Peſt of the Land, 
Like Blood- hounds train'd 9p to the Word of Com- 
| 8 Li, ( mand. 
To hunt in a Pack, who ſingle wou'd flye, 
And tho fierce to others, yet ſupplicantlye 
To be beat by their Keepers, like Dogs,till they cry. 
M 4 I 1H. 
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FII.. 
Each one in Armor, like a Crab in his Caſe; | 
On a Horſe that can wiſely find for him his Plate, | 
And place his Red Noſe to his Leaders broad Aſc 
£5 BY: 
With a Curſe at his Mouth, and a Shot it in his: Gun, 
The one to.ſtorm Quarters, the'other ſtorm: Town, 
Anda Sword that 'gainſt roultry has Miracles done. 
V. 


——_ 


With Tears of the March fromBaſtard- big-Whore, ( 
Petitions and Curſes from Tapſter for Score, c 
And honeft Men's Wiſhes to fee * em-no More. [ 
VI. 
The Trumpet their Actions and Order dots ſound, R 
The Corporal aloud muſt the Meaning expound I 
To' each Horſe how his Rider muſt keep to his A 
V LE \ '{ Ground. | 
''H he Files being ſtraitn'd ; the Ranks being evet, ÞþÞ T 
And all chings reduced to Sixes and SEVENS, - (©, 
The'Blundering Lieutenant ſwears Thanks upto | A 
VIIL ( Heaven. ' 
The Captain then ſtruts on his Barbary-Nag, - _ 
Looks Grim, and the Cornet advances the Flag, _ 
TheTrumpet does ſound,and then marches [ag-Day, 
I X. 
The Dogs they do bark, and the Poultry run, 
Their meeting on each hand the Paſſengers ſhun, . 
And Curſes are after them ſhot from the Town. 
X,- ' (Bdys ; 
Where ſprings a a glad Din mongh the Girls and the 
The'Females they lift up the Heart and the Voice, 
The W hores to Lament, and the Chaſt to rejoice. 


Xl, 
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X 1. ( dole 
The Countrey and: Fowns-men do meet, and con- 


For what has been ſcord, and what has been {tole, 
For Damages, Curb; and for Knocks on the Pole. 
novw2EX 1 I. 
But when they examine, and find that the Tub, 
Tho mightily wrong'd, yet retaineth ſome Bub, 
They drink, and ſhake hands, to each Loſs and e:ch 
-X 0 l ( Drub. 
Good God ! when a Prince thou doſt give us again, 
Such Faith and fuch Principles in him ordain, 
His Friends may hve 'Safely; and he without Pain. 
X 1 Vc. 
By the Laws of the Land, Ind Melitia's old Force, 
Inſtead of theſe Legions of Foot and of : Horſe, 
And Iriſh Dragoons than Nevils far worſe. 
X V. 
. Then France may her Models of Government keep, 
Our Searmen returg, and.go plow on'the Deep, 


And pee and Trade may revive from _ ſleep. 
, pow i ; QORQU 


"Y Fa 4 4 —_— 
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To the Tune of, Gather Jour Ro ſes Buds, &C. 


Kt p to the Church, while yet you may, 
Now SeCcts are ſtill a growing, 

and Popery that-buds to day, 

'I'o Morrow will be blowing. 


>, vs. —_ 
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II. 
We Dance. an endleſs Circle round, 
Like Fairies in Religion, 
While the alan gets the Ground; 
And calls us ſenſeleſs Widgeon. 
Z DLL; 
The Presbyterian leads the Van, 
And next the Independent, 
The Dapper Quaker then comes in 
But Popery's the end on't. 
IV. 
Then be not Wedded to the New, 
But in the Old way tarry, 
For having once but left the New, 
You may for ever vary. 


—e—_ 


A tris and full Account of a late Con- 
ference bezween the wonderful Speak- 
ing-Head x Father Palron, -as 7t 
was relate] by the Heads own Mouth 


j 


to Dr. F_—r, 1686. 


| That was once an humble Logg, 
The piſſing -Poſt for every Rogue ; 
And did hope for nothing higher, 
Than to grace a Chriſtmaſs Fire, 
From th' Element eſcaped hard, 
By th' Fayour of F..-ex Shepherd ; 


VVho, 


A 


« That did agree to all he ſaid ; 
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VVho, being a Friend to Mathematicks, 
Do's for Virtucſo's lay T Ticks ; 

Did procure a Man of Art, 

That gave me Voice Articulate, 


- Taught me Tongues the moſt difficile, 


To ſing Sawney, Laugh and VVhiſtle. 


I confound with my ſtrange Ditty, 

Both the Learned and the V Vitty : 

And make all the Talk at Berrys, 

By the help of my Friend P .. 5. 

For you VVits were always good 

To the Family of VVood, _ 

And before kept ſuch a puther 

VVith the Groaning Board my Brother, 


Follow'd now by Court and City, : 


Some Men think you know our Mother. 


And I hope both you and they Sir, 


. VVill favour me ſweet Dr, F—r, 


To help me out but with one Jeſt ; 
Let me alone for all the reſt; 

For my wondrous Voices ſound, 

Is much admir'd by the Beau Mord, 
VVho to me pay more Devotion 
Than to pretty Punches Motion, 
Many a Lady bright and fine . 
Lays her Cherry Lips to mine, 
And without offence I ſmack her 
Till 1 rub off all my Lacker ; 
VVith that Sex I more prevail 
Than any Head that wants a Tail. 


The King to Court ſent for my Timber 


As kind as if I had beena Member, 
And found me an obedient Head 


I71 
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Which being ſtrange, pleas d him ſo much, 

He wiſh'd that all the Houſe were ſuch ; 

And *rwould much advance his Cauſe, 

If ſach Noddles could make Laws: 

This indeed 's a mighty Comfort, 

But, alas ! 1 am paid home for't. 

Buſie Prieſts with their Diſputing, 

Reaſoning, Arguing. and Confuting, 

Who with Charms Ecclefſiaſtick, 

Can make good Catholick of a Stick : 

Do torment and plague me more 

Than without Ears | ever bore ; 

May I be a Logg again, 

To dvoid their Noiſy Train. 

Pultas Vother Night did come, 

(if I Lie, may I be Dumb, 

Or may a ylague I wiſh my Foes, 

Will R---s blow into my Noſe,) -. 

And brought a Letter ſign'd S. Perre, 

That he'd privately Confer with me. 

I at the Challenge did not flinch, 

But bid him fit downon my Bench; 

And fince he had fo good a Warrant, 

Blow in my Mouth, and tell his Errand. 

Says he, IMiſſionary come, 

Ad Partes Infidelium ; 

- For your Faith cannot be good, 

That ſprings fromShepherds and hard Wood: 

] to all Blockheads am the Legate, | 

And gain ſome in ſpight of Clegar. 

"They alone our Buſineſs mult do, 

Who han't a grain of Senſe to truſt to. 
*Tis not my Province to Confute 

Thoſe that think and can Diſpute ; 


laY « And 


' And here we need not ſuch Expences, 
Since our Nation ſuits our Senſes. 
Nothing is ſo apt and fit 

For our Doctrine, as your Wit, 

And he is moſt our Enemy 

Who is moſt removed from thee. 

Oh: happy Oft-ſpring of the Maple, 
To praiſe thee enough I am not able, 
Oh ! what comfort doſt thou ſhow Me 
In thy lucky Faces Omen ? 
Times will come again, l ſee, 

When England ſhall adore a Tree; 
When Oracles old Poets ſhall utter, 


Wafers bleed, and Flints ſweat Putter. 


If in Mother Church you ſtood, 
You'd do Wonders hke the Rood ; 
in her Sacred Boſom foſter'd, 


What might we hope from ſuch a Coſtard; 


For you might convert the Nation, 
Since you ſpeak by Inſpiration. 


W hile he thus foam'd with Holy Rage, 


B — y with pale Viſage, 

To bring my late Conveyance home, 
Came by chance into the Room, 

And look'd on him as well as me, 
Like Ghoſt of little Shaft sbury ; 


The frightned Prieſt let fall the Matter, 
And headlong down the Stairs did clatcer; 


Nor could ſuſtain.in any place 
'The Terror of that hated Face, 
I in this Deliverance bleſt, 

Got in my Cheſt, and went to relt, 
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ſh a. 


\ 


A new Addreſs to Mr. Bays, on his late 
Converſion to the Church of Rome. 


ee 


——} 


Aſt thou at laft that Mother Church too quitted, 

; To which thy Laymans Faith fo oft ſubmitted? 

To gain whoſe Grace, and keep thy (clf from want, 

Thou didfſt thy Fathers Principles recant ; 

Sinn'd againſt all the ſenſe thou didft inherit, 

And choak'd the Motions of thy Grandfire's $pirit. 

Has then eſtabliſh'd V Vorſhip loſt her Charms ? 

And does blind Admirer Bays fly toan Outlaws arms? 

She who thy VVit to joyn with Law fill bred, 

And of thy Conſcience had the Maidenhead ; 

VVho nursd with Care thy pliant- paſſive Nature, 

And fanctify' d thy bafe-time-ſerving Satyr ; 

Can ſhe e're loſe that true Adorers Heart, ( part? 

V Vhom from Bawd R---s three Shankers could nct 

Thou,who thy Neck,thy Ears,thy Soul did venture, | 

To libel #/higgs, art thou turn'd a Diſſenter ? | 

VVell doth this Change,which thou to curſe may it | 

Expound thy bluſtering for Prerogative ; (live, 


Some Senſe thoſe Rhymes had, which wethought all / 
This is the Key to thy complyi ing Cant; (Rank, \ 
Drawing the Curtain from Long- framing SCENES, V 
Thou teil'(t us (now at laſt) what [ Loyal ] means, 1 
See here, ye Sots who fervd the tame vile Cauſe; Bi 
The end of F aith, that hangs on Human Laws ! A 


V Vere witn more caſe did Love from friendſhip 
Than Tory;ſm up to Popery will flow. ( grow, Nt 


From 
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From having ſold, with a Poetic Dotage, 

Our ancient Birthrights for a Meſs of Pottage ; 

From a Defence of Civil Cheat, and Nonſenſe, 

VVith a Braſs-Forehead, and Caſe-hard'nd Conſci- 

Like a Bilow, who durſt all Laws defy, ( ence, 

To like Impoſture in a Church thou doſt for a ſafety 

After long Floating to a Faith thou'rt driven, (fly ; 

Where all thy villany may be forgiven, - 

Nay us'd, and hallow'd, to reftore-her (ee, 

Rome has no Hope while Menfrom Force are re, 

But by ſuch Fortune-Followers, as "Thee. 

How did the Whore open her filthy Breaſt, 

And with ſpread Arms receive a Rogue profeſt ! 

Methinks already with the Beaſts own brand 

Mark'd, in her Calender | ſee thee ſtand ! 

Hard by the Noble Army of Church-braves, 

Among the goodly Fellowſhip of Knaves! 

Who, to allay the Ferment of Diviſions, 

Have into Veins Bafilic made Incifions, 

And play the Devils Part in Apparations ; 

To give freſh Dread to the Pope's ſlighted Th unders, 

Have at the Altar ated Lying Wonders, 

As Boys do Proverbs, and reviv'd the ſpell, 

To prove Impoſlible by Miracle, 

The better with their Bubble to ſucceed, 

An Faith in Stubborn-Stony-Hearts to bleed, c 

Made Pictures bow, and broken Wafers bleed ; 

VVhen ere this Bitch, their ſpiritual Mother, will'd, 

Their Countrey's Father have depos'd or kill'd; 

Br ought Hecatombs of Hereticks to the Flame, 

AndV Vorlds laid waſt to ſpread her impious Name. 
This Party may'ſt thou never difavow, 

Ne're were thy Morals ſo well. match'd, as now, 


Fact; 


Fatt, Scripture, Reaſon, Commot ſenſe Kevin 
Tis they alone could equal thee in Lying : 
Since Man in Gods Name cheated, never-yet 


Was Church for Saint; or Saint for: Churchmore fit. 


Oh, may'ſt thou reaſon for it, as of late 

Thou did'ſt in Prefaces for the Crown and State ! 
In ſpite of a Fr— League, and Jeſuit's Wit, 

Such fulſom Fooling might preſerve us yet ; 

Such Teaguiſh Arguments, to whipe one's By —-, 


VVould turn Men's ſtomachs, worſe than the K--S—, 


Since in low Fawning thou do'(t ſo delight, 

Art ſiding ſtill with Yower againſt Right, 

And, like a Turk, ſucceſs in Peace, or V Var, 

To all the Moral vertues do'it prefer, 

As the worlit Curſe we can wiſh England's Foe, 
May'ſt thou at laſt truly a Papi grow ; 

So many Heav'n's wrath confound thy ſervile Brain, 
Thou may'lt in Earneſt all their Traſh maintain, C 
Damn'd to helieve what now thou do'ſt but feign ? 
Since on Rome's Truth thou wou'd'ſt have all relye, 
That be thy Comfort, when thou com'it to dye ; 
V Vhen all the Terrors of grim Death attend thee, 
Have not one vertuous Action to befriend thee ; 
No, in the Church's Pale think thy ſelf ſafer, 

And fird no God to fave thee, but her VVafer; 
For thy paſt Life full of a juſt Confuſion, 

And given over to a ſtrong Deluſion, 

Put thy fole Truſt in a Prieſt's Abſolution'; 

Let his vain Unction, on thy outward skin, 

Be thouglit to heal thy ulcerous Soul within ; 
Take': for the Ralm which Gilead did atford, 

And have no hope of Heaven, but his word. 


- 
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A Short Letany. 


To the Tune of Cock Lantel. 


I, 
| gm an old Inquiſition and new Declaration, 
From Freedom of Conſcience and Whig-To- 
 leration, 
Gainſt Conſcience impoſing upon the whole Nation, 
For ever, Good Lord, deliver me ! 
Il, | 
From Knaves wou'd ſet up a Diſpenſative Power, 
To pull down the Teſt, co which we have ſwore, 
By impoſing a greater than any before, 
For ever, &C. _ 
II, 


From the Courts Triumvirate Counſel in vain, 
The Father Confeſſor, that Cheater of Men, 
The Hypocrite Lobb, and the Jeſuit Per, . 


For ever, &C, 


IV. 
From loſing the Set in a Paſſion and Flame, 
By taking ſeven Men up, and hoping the ſame, 
To recover by playing an After-back-game , 
For ever, &C. 


V. 
From a Schiſmatick State and a Catholick Court, 
From picking a Jury in hopes to be for't, 
By Lopping the Biſhops the Church to ſupport, 
F or ever, KC. 


N 
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From a a Poritans Malice and a Jeſuits Spite, 
From ſhewing our-Feeth without Pow'7 to bite, 
Apainſt our own Conſcience from doing of Right, 
For ever, GC. 
-* vIt 
From making a Pannel the Prelates to blaſt, 
ya no $ with St, Peter their Lordfſhips to caſt, 
nding i it all Ionoramus at laſt, 
gn ever, &c. 


—— —_— 


—————— 


The E. of Eſſex GHoſt, 1687, 


Rom the bleſt Regians of Eternal Day, 
-Y.Vhere Heaven- x ua =*"a_j th' Immortal 

VVhere Liberty and Innocence reſide. (Ray; 

Free from the, Gripes of Tyranny and. Prid de ; 

VVhere pious Patriots that have ſhed their B Blood 

For Sacred Truth, and-fqr the publick godd , 

Now reſt. ſecure from thence, (pop fe. ) I come 

To -ſethy-Sorrows and brwall, t 

Thy ſore Oppreſyons andethy, Cry, 

Diſturbs our Reſt and drowns our Harmony. 


VVhen ſtiff-neck'd Iſrael fro: their God reje@t, 


REES Tor in he Bland, 
v'ns B& SW9Or i n 
Andidgcadful Thynger Jkruc Fk qhei ig nod 
Till Penitence atton'd FF linful Tre 


And quench'd the Rage of his confathing” Fire. 


S * -» 
* 


”} Bf 2 by OJ” 2» i» ta oh) ob 


Moſcellauy . .P O.E- MS. 179 


But this poor! Land ſill feels the dire effect 
|  -Of his Ja Mow 'who'his rhif Reigh reject. 
appy & How oft has thou been vir 
VVith F Th ?*bur this of alP's the worſt. 
{ TheFire,thie Plague,the' Sword, are dreadful F lends: : 
- This R—] Plague Atl others far tranſcends: -!/: * 
From him the Fountain all oor Miſchiefs flows , 
From him the Fite, ' from-him'the' VVar aroſe. 
VVith Rome he Plots Religion to gqrthrow,”- 
VYith France Combines, ' i” enſlaye' the People too, 
No Man muſt near his Sacred Perſon come, 
Except he be for Tyranny*and Rome. | 
VVith hardyed ace h*afſaults the frail and fair, 
Uſes phigTo ower the, Yertiiousto ehiſnare.- 2 
Vvith roy ps. of 'Viee he conquers ring 
| DepreſſesY ri, *enthrones? 


Threatens the C Pe fawns u pon the bold, 


Debangih wer of 1 
Lift + b ap hy Soom Ie; Tg Af hen 
| The rig © on Deliveratice draws near ; 
C His full blown « ices wilk ceftainly pull down 
A flow, but ſure DeſtruCtion of his Crown. 

Histoathed Atts thy Freedom's Birth-ſhall cauſe, 

Secure Religion, produce wholſom Laws. 

No mote t hr Ri 

No nio the door Rive Ih yietd Wn HION 

No more = Regins make the — groan, 
Nox Civil VVaxs ſpall. reign within the Town: _.. | 
: The lron Scepter, ang the Tyrant's Hahd, 

Shall ceaſe henceforth to bruiſe thy happy Land. 

Rome's Hocus Pocus Miniſters no. more *\ 

Shall cauſe Mankind their J Joglng, Prieſts t' adore : 

Thy Lzarned Clergy ſhall confound them AN," 

And they, like Ely Hall _ fall, 


Dark 


Fa 
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Park Miſts of Errors then muſt flie away 

And Hells Deluſions ſhrink from the bright Day. 
Truth's ſacred Light in full abundance ſhall 
Upon thy Teachers and thy People fall. 

So when th? Eternal Son was born to die 

For all the World, the leſſer Gods did fly ; 

His bright appearance ſtruck their Prophets down, 
And Death like ſilence did their Gods Intomb. 
The tungful Spheres with Hallelujabs rung, 
Heavens mighty. Hoſt; with Man one Chorus ſung : 
Ne're fading Glory unto God above, 

Peace ypon Earth, . to Men eternal Love, 

Thus the Creation ſhouted with one Voice,.. . . 
Thus Heaven and Earth did at his Birth rejoyce: 
And thus ſhall all repeat this Song again, _ 
When upon Earth he ſhall begin to reign. 
But this loud Ifle ſhall be the Gown place, = 
Here ſhall the King of Kings begin his Race : 
Tudea was his Cradle, and his Tomb; 

Britain ſhall be his Throne in time to come. 


Mu _— _ m—_ 


— — __— Ry — — 


#7 opiſp Palnid Umnurk... 


Alkiog ( Pre ten years ſi nee) aloo the Park, 
One Summer Eve, before it was quite dark; 
I fancyed ?mongſt a Grove of Trees I ſpy*d 
A Man ſtand muling by the Waterſide : 
I wiſh 'twas but a Fancy, but I doubt 
You'll find it none fien you have teard it ont. 


"Thc 


k, 


% 
- 
8 dis L 
. 


Maſcellany POEMS. i3r 


This Perſon was a very tall black Man, 
Above the common f1ze almoſt a Span, 
His Face was waſted in moſt piteous ſort, 
In all things elſe he was of Royal Port : 
But if grim-looks alone Majeſtick be, 
Commend me to that Face for Majeſty, £ 
For ſuch it had enough for two or three. 
To this Tall Man joyn'd inſtantly another 
Of near his Stature, whom he called Brother, 
Richly incircled with a numerous Ring, 
Which ſhew?d he wanted nought but Name of King ; 
Some time they ſilent were, till all were gon ; 
Then did the Taller ſay, Brother go on, 
Which thus he did 
| ſhall, Great Sir, my laſt Diſcourſe retrieve, 
I pray you Good Attention to it give; 
Your Caſe pecultar is, peculiar too 
Muſt be your Care, or you your ſelf undoy 
For Stations high, with Induſtry and Wit, 
A ſecond way may find, if firſt don't hit: 
But Princes mounted on a Sovereign Throne, 
Nor have, nor can have other way but one , 
To curb the ſaucy Vulgar, and pull down 
Their Cobweb Rights that circumſcribe the Crown. 
Tear off your Shackles, make the Bumpkins know 
There's none but you Almighty here below. 
You ſpoil your Game, Sir, while you do thus dally ; 
Who follows him that ſtandeth, ſhall I, ſhall I ? 
You Cow the Bold, and Keen the Cowards Heart, 


. | Whilſt you, divided, att the doubtful part. 
Had you,when London was in Flames, but run (done, 
And cut the Cits damn'd Throats, your work you'd 
You ſhould have made their Blood the-Fire to meer, 
With Bodies fed the Flames in every Street, a 

| ; 45 0 
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Fodoand und, ſuits well with ſorry things, 
But 'is beneath.the Majeſty of; Kings: 

Ceſar, or Nothing's, writ on all, they do do 
For{Monarchs kgow no Medium, twixt theſe. rs 
- Whit ist you ſtick at, Sir,? would, you retreat ? 
Y* are now ſa far engaged you mult beat, 

Or beaten be, ride-or, be ridden now ; 

He neyer; back muſt look. that, holds, the Plow. 

Tt may be you not, Promiſe break, nor Oath ; ; 
Piſh !  All-the World well.know; you can do bot h 
With great Advice the other day you ſaid, 

By Parliaments and Counſels you'd be Hepy/d: 

To day you think.it good. to. let, them knqw. - 
What © re you ſaid,,,you ne're intended fo 2 , ... 
Fools to their Word, but Princes great, like you, 
To nought but their, Intentions mult; be true, 
What! Þ't the Laws you tender are top break? 
It's well known that's, a.Scruple but, too weak. 
For Laws are nothing elſe, but Ties and Bands, 
On purpoſe made. to ſhackle Subjects Hands. 

Or, of fit Tool;jis't you ſa. doubtful are? 

If that be i it, Pil eaſe yoy of your Care ; 
Villains of: Intrinſick valye haye,': .. 

And -more obedient-than.aTurkiſh Slave :, 

If youut bid.tbem: thruſt, their, blogdy, Koives , 
Into their Fathers, Throats, their, Childrens, Wives, 
Or any but. their own,. they'l freely do't,... 

And 1lay.them ſprawling at your Sacred Foot. 

I have my ,Teagues;and Tories at my beck, . 
Willvring their Heads, off like a. Chickens Neck; 3 
Try/d Rogues,: that,never willſo much, as ſtart | 
Totear. from, Mothers. Belly, Infants Heart ; 

Firſt Rape, theo ey theo yp, in. one. þ " hour,,,, 
Two Luſts they'l ſatiate, do but give t em power. 


Fain} 
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- Faint Rogues will melt and have their boalms of fear 
At Fathers Groans, or at a Mottiets AUST 2 
But mine are Monſters, fit for any Prince, ( Senſe. 
Not plagu'd with Conſcience, nor yet plagu'd wich 
The Flames 6f Hell, Horto?, eternal Pains,; - © -- © 
The Clergy's Cheats ro propagate their” Gains ; 
They ridicule and ſcorn tolend theit Ear; ' '* * 

Let Knaves for Profit reach, atid Fo01s &o hear 
The Tales of Future BIIGS, not worth” 'Rnſh. 

With them one Bird in Hands worth two 5 thr Buſh, 
Others won't ſerve you 'but' 6n conſtakr Pay? 
My Hounds will hint,” an@live vpn; their Prey : 

A Virgins Hgunch, of well-bak'd Ladſes'Breaft : 

To them is better than a Venſon —_— 
Babes ons ut large with Arms and Leggs, 
They far prefer *fore Pettitses of Pigs * © © 

Poor Span-long Infants, that Tike Carps; well ſtew'd 
In their own Blood, their Iriſh Chaps have thewd; 
And e Black Cauts have” Catidles mate, to light 
Thoſe black inhumane Banquets of "the Night. 

What ere you'd have, what e're your wiſhes crave, 
Nod, We 'tis done by my obedient Slaves. | 
They know no Scruple, no Comtttand diſpute , 

But dp' as readily as Turkiſh Mute,” © 

You ſte, Sir, where you are, your Royal Date 
Grows out, if y you don'r Toon ſupport” your Fate. 

To ſhak off Parliaments will be. too'grear; © 

And put you in too vidlenit a Sweat ; ** 

To baffle therefore, but not calt them off, 

To hold them ffifl, bur hold them ſtill in Scoff, 
Muſt be your = work ; ok we are weakned fo, 

That we-mult drive the Nail that now will go 

And that too we muſt do with gentle" and, 


That tho' they ſit, the ma nor underftan 
they | by UNLY yu N 4 ” vVh en 
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When Fanuary comes, cold and ill way 
VVill call it Love to put them off till Xday ; 
In May ſome odd Intelligence comes newly 
VVon't ſuffer you to hold them until Fuly ; 
And Faly.ſo with heat and ſickneſs vext, 
Pity Prorogues them to November next. 
And time 1s ill ſpent, if before that day 
VVe be not able to throw Mask away. 

This far exceeds Difſolving in my Mind, 
And gives to our Defign a better Blind ; 
For if two Parliaments you ſlight, I doubt 
The Rogues will then begin to ſcent us out ; 
For (watchful, with Erefted Ears) the Herd 


Stand liſtning now concern'd, and much afear'd ; 


A Covey, half o're-ſpread, half ſcap'd the Net, 
Are always harder than ar firſt to ſer : 

So People {lipt out of the Nooſe or Train, 

Are much the harder to be catcht again, 

VVith Prorogations therefore ſhort and ſoft 
They muſt be treated ; theſe repeated oft 
VVill chafe them fo, that either mad with rage, 
They'll bring their old Rebellion on the Stage, 
Or ſullen fit, and leer on what we do, 

(The far more dangerous humour of the two) 
Their dogged Nature now its Venom vents 

In chooſing damn'd and plaguy Parliaments : 


Poor Fools, their Rage does quite out-run their VVit, 


Yet you muſt never ſuffer them to ſit, 

But meck the Choice, and mock the Seſlion too, 
Another way, Sir, we our work will do ; 
One Plot is better than ten Parliaments, 


Thoſe give you Taxes, theſe ſhall give you Rents; 


A Thouſand of the Richeſt we will ſcrue 
Into a Plot they ne*r heard of, nor knew. 
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" If Rents 3000/1, a Day, won't do, 
Ple three times three, by this Plot. help you to. 
This, Sir's, your buſineſs, and look to-your Stuff. 
Is all your care, for we have Rogues enough ; - - 
Do you but Judges get, Ile Juries find ; 
Witneſſes too, according to our mind, 
Such Spruce Rogues,ah ! *twould do you good to hears 
How daring bold, and bravely they will Swear z 
They're not like Bedlow, Dugdale, Oates, and ſuch, 
Conſider firſt, for fear to ſpeak too much, 
Nor let their Conſcience maim their Evidence, 
Through tender fear of hurting Innocence : 
Nor do I care for a Phanatick Nooſe, 
All are Phanaticks that have ought to loſe. 
Judge, Witneſſes, and Jury, Ple make ſure, 
The Devil's in't if all ben't then ſecure. 
Yet if this fails, don't you diſcourag'd be, 
To form new Plots, leave to my Prieſts and me; 
Like Pins one Plot another ſhall drive out, 
Till we have bronght our only Plot about, 
Our firſt work is to ſave our Friends, that done, 
Like ſhirts t'our backs,we'll have more Plots than one; 
As faſt as this fails, r'other we will ſtart, 
Till Plot, like Pox has ſeiz'don' every part. 
They fain would foil our Plots, and fill your Ears 
With Regicide intents to raiſe your fears, 
This fruitleſs Gun, that Dagger ſtabs your Belly, 
When you know all, better than they can tell ye. 
Go on, Sir, never fear the heedleſs Herd, 
They have no Courage but when you're afear'd : 
On me lay all the faults of Town and Age, 
Ple ſafely ſcreen you from the Peoples Rage ; 
For when ill Accidents our Plots do ſpoil 


Me ghey'l call Rogue, but you moſt ſacred ſtile: 
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For Loyalty aws them RS 

Tho? you. deſtroy thepy, yety God fave the Kjag, 
Th6;.youghermtahand 1 but held the, Knife, = 
Yet ſtill they wiſhyeur Majelty long life,, 
Thus, great Sin you're the greateſt Prince alive ; 
If Plots according;tqour, projects thrive ; | 
Ang thrive they ſhall; if,,you?L but,,do, your part, 
And from-propoled-meghpds never ſtart. = 

For Plots like Glock-mork. are; one Pin pull'd out 
Doth all its-Orges, agd-its. Beauty, rout, - q 
Steady -your: hand, keep. Parliaments at, Bay, 

Nor off, nor ng. nor VVorking, ngr, at Play, 
Clip every Tongue yay find.does.hang, too long, 


(Tis taking wind wakes-every .thing ſcent, ſtrong, ). 


Thus if yay,de,. ill fortuge le defie, - 
All other things: pray.leaye to.Fate and I : 
And now agiey, I'le..dive beneath the ſhow, 
And ag; my; Bapiſh:Vill-by. Art below. 
He being gone, in ſteps a.certain, Lord, 
VVho hadof all was Laid: heard eyery VVard, 
Greaj, Sit: (aid he): who, can tell, what, to. ſay? 
If your by; Papiſh Councils mean to, ſway, 
Curs'd be thoſe Coundils 1 and the Nev. that. do 
Perſwade.yazz to, our: Ryine, and yoprs too. 
A Thoafand, Names, Tea Thouſand let yopr Brother 
In's next Beok write,if' he. dare write auothsr.s: 
Teng Geatrys Names for one that bs bath got, 
Nay let.bira name vs all in the nexs Plot. 
All but the Papiſts 8ir, ——all þut 2 few 
Of Rowie?s ſworn Vaſlals and her Glergy Erew- 
Bate but bis ſart, #nd then take you che Bale, 
You'll hardly get angther Eaghþ boul. | 


Aſſoon 
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High" as ® then let your Brother draw 

Ps he ſhall never England —__ 
| Ob fi chic Reopſe, and? 
© SIr, *tis by Law alo —_ 

ANA * Ueftvedto* our EnfHſh Th hronte;” 

Set that Side, and make the Law a ſham; 

No Soveraign you, nor I a Subject am; 

For that ſame Lay that gives you Dignity, 

Gives me nly Life! Fortine/afld'Libefty - 

Pardon,” if" wittleFtererches this is ſaid;- 

Than doth beconiea'Mefiver tits Head) 

For ſound Dpttrine4s;-tha* Cy ly Brother: 

And Popiths Wits would Rain fiidoatanother.. 

VVithin the Citck'of*the Law; - great'Sit;- 

Iſtatid, _ ont'of-it le never Pop 

If to be K ng you be content,” I wilt 

Pay' att- Allegia Cad Obedicice extill'; 

The Peoples hes, | anUall- otrr* Engfifh Laws: 

Do make the ſtroribeft ſide'the' 2%) tore 

Nor can your keeping us from Pirlikitictts: 

Ere futher or advagtage your Intents, 

Far greater are the Chooſers than the Choice, 
land's Free-holders have amighty voice ; 
ſe. We'l units BEE wel abctnt, 

And 1if we £an't defend .our Eives and Fate 

We I faiply fall, and Freetnen to 6ur Graves, 

VVel rather chooſe to go, than to be Saves: 

Our Anceſters ſhan't Curſe us in their Toffb, 

Nor ſhall our 'Children in their Mothers VVomb 

They eff as Free, {0d ve ours Free wilt kave. 

Or Death ,our Ho A841 alf Both detrive. 

Thus ſaid —— angry 166ks He went Hits on 

No anſwer frvrh In pre hrs could I pray ; 

Then I trudg'd too; for Vain it was to-ſtay. 
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On Efter-day $7. this was found 
fixed on.the King's Chappel 
Door. 


Wi God Almighty had his Palace fram'd, 
That Glorious ſhining Place he HeavenNam'd; 
And when the firſt Rebellious Angels fell, 

He Doom'd them to a certain place, call'd Hell, 
Here's Heaven and Hell confirm?'d by Sacred Story, 
But yet I ne'er could read of Purgatory, 

That cleanſing place which of late years is found, 
For ſinning Souls to Flux in till they're ſound : 

The Prieſt form'd that for the good Romer Race, 
Our Maker never thought of ſuch a place. 

Oh Rome ! wee?l own thee for a Learn'd wiſe Nation, 
| Toaddaplace wanting in Gods Creation. 


Upon K. J. Piſollng a Maſif 
Dog at Banbury, # his aft 
Progreſs 

T HE Poets tell us idle Tales to pleaſe us, 

Of mighty Perſeus, Hercules, and Theſens ; 

And ſeveral other gallant Heroes too, 

Who gry one their ſeveral Monſters flew. 


*o | The 
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The Mznetaur did Theſes bravely ſlaughter, 

And then as bravely Sw—d the Kings ownDaughter. 
Nemean Lion bold Herewles did choak, 

And of his Skin made him a laſting Cloak. 

The far-fam'd Perſexs kill'd a mighty Whale, 

And all t' enjoy Andromeds's brown Tail, 
Hiſtorians all the great St. George admire, 
For-murdering horrid Dragon that ſpit Fire. 

But what concerns us yet far more to tell, 

One- of theſe Heroes ſlew the Dog of Hell; 
Renown'd Attempts (you'll all confeſs ) if true, 
But our great F—s did more than this, (Aorbleas:) 
He who before, t* immortalize his Name, 

Loſt dreaded England all her Naval Fame ; 

He who return'd from Belgick Lions Roar, | -::.:/ 
When Sandwich ſunk in foht of Southwold. Share ; 


He who two Summers but of late ſat down 7 
With all his Forces before Hounſlow Town, [ 
And/nothing elſe but bare diſhonour won ; | 
He, when he ſaw his Loving Friend. afſaiPd' - 

By furious Maſtiff Cur, Ear-ſnip'd,; bob-taiPdy : 
Eyes darting Fire, and wita his Boo-woo's fierce,, 
Ready to ſeize the Lord Lieutenants Horſe : 
'Tis true, quoth he, to ſhew that” wondrous Might, 
Which I have long conceal'd from human ſig ht : 
With furious Tone purſuing then his Speech, 
Fanatick Dog, forbear my Royal Breech, 

(He cry*d) For kzow thou art but bluntly pointed, 

Tho ſharp thy Fangs, to touch the Lords Anoimed. 
To which the Dog, who never Scripture read, 

And ſcorn'd to call an Earthly Monarch Dread;” 

I am no (quoth he) to fawn and flatter, 

But I addreſs according to my Nature : 
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— ru wrt L = 4:Nog.of Serſe, 
T\Lhat's. monethan ay boy 


Prince. 
With this _—_— - 2. $4 
Diſcharg'd, and ſhat ghe; Tali thre! and thro: 
Some ſay that," {ulcay-like, he riy' F- his Brain , 

No matter which, $he Dog receiv d his Bane, 
By Royal Hand. fos ſaucy Language ſlain , 
And both gat Honour; Nog, and. Savereis en : : 
The Sov'reign:had the, Honour-Nog to kill ; 
The: MaRtiff, that a-Pringg his Gore did ſpill, 
Now then, .camo down from; Heaven, (ye Cur).come 
(Thou whom.the fweltry Summers ſo renown (down, 
Reſign that:Placa of. thine. more juſtly due 
To this ſame; Dogywhom. (zad's, ice-gerent flew : 
Surely.a-Dag fodigaify:d in, Story, 
: » &thi-onty Dog, worth ConlteUations, Glory. 
- And you,, whos in.,your Signs. St. Georgead Vance, 

-? Trarpling 6 ngns Jaws, peirc'd thrq? with 

C Alter ouy-painting;.and-ſet. up in place,  -. (Lance, 
The Hero" of the Scotifh Race, 

—_— Thunder from.his gaudy Sagdle, 
And M proſtrate in 2. goary Puddle : 
So ſhallyoi, Truth advance.o'rs,E abylous , Toyes, 
AT Dog amd, Monarch. both. Kramagpalae. 


vreo Femrr AP 4 owls © oa ©rwuyws 24 v4 # 


iTa ts OQbſeryator. 


Aft thou no Friend ſo king, 'to let thee know 
(But thou floſt WretchYhaſt neither Friend.no! 
That thy" inſipid'Libel's nauſeous;grawn, =» (Foe) 
No Man will read, or any Party-own : 


Jr 


) 
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Deſpis'd by all, whohave'the leaſt:pretence | 
To Wit, to Buſi neſs, Learning, or gvodcSeaft 3 
That every littſe Fool &des'thee deride, 

And ev'a the Clergy have forſook their Guide. 
Canſt thou no new, no freſh Diverſion- bring, 

But ever- fiddle on the felf-fame'ſtring ? 

A ſolemn Blockhead;- or brisk'old-Buffoon, 

After = y_ of Inftvenc ps the 'Moon. 

Tho Miſchief dwells in elonious Y Vill 

The Pow*r is wanting, ba thou'rt harnileſs till - 
Thou art an impotent, well-wiſhin Slave, 

But Nature made the Fool c outweigh the Knave. 
Thou ſhift'ſt thy Sails, and chanZeſt evety lide, 
Art ever labouring to ſavethy Tide, 

In vain thy dylnefs throws thee (till bekind 

VVhile nimbler Knaves laugh, -2nd thy Prizes find : 
Contemn'd by all, of all Recourſe bereft, _ 
Thou leav'ſt old Friends, and by the new are left. 
But ſince *twete vain thiabandbn'd ro\allviſe, 

And bid a Pdſitive old Fool be wiſe : 

VVerel to anſwer "ei Obſeryator, 

I'd wipe Kotts bn on their Author. 


eo rv A a % 


Old Pn .Gook. 


A® Mother Cook went tother. Joy 
To do the Deed of: Nature, 
VVhat lay in' the/way; inſtead of Hay, 
But reverend Obſervatory ? 


She took it up, and'teala Serap : tb 
Alas! (q uoth the) ?tis pity V 
we hat Nock ſhou'd ever have a wipe 
VVith Pamphlateer ſo witty ! O 


— 
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Bedawb'd, to ſave our Fingers , 
The bawling,Ballad-making-Squire, 

That makes ſuch work for Singers ? 
VVas Fowzer and Fidlerio too, 

VVhip-Cat, and Antipendium, 
Inferiour Clergy's Guide, I tro, . 

That ſtrikes Diſſenting Men dumb ? 


He. whips VVhig-Conventicle Doggs, 
And Jears old Fox's Martyrs, 

He whips the Siſter-Saints, and flogs 
 Suſama's Bouncing Daughters, 


Thus far ſhe trumpeted his Praiſe, 
And ({quitter ſquatter) guilt his Bays. 


O ingrateful world ! muſt this learn'd Sire 


Ive us Muſick with VVine, 
And we'll never repine 


- - At proſperous Knaves, but defy cm ; 


Thoſe Politick Sots 
- Are ſtill weaving: of Plots, 
So ſine, that at laſt they fall by 'em. 


VVe Langh and we Drink, 
And on buſineſs ner think, 
Our Voices and Hautboys ſtill ſounding ; 
VVhile we dance, play, and fing, 
VVe've the world in a ſtring, 
And our pleaſure is ever aboung ng: 


\ The Drinking Song. 
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Yaur ſober dull Knave, 
For VViſe is but Grave, 
*Tis Craft,and notVViſdom employs him: 
VVe nothing Deſign 
But good Mulick arid VVine, 
And bleſſed is he that enjoys rhen. 


— —  — — ——— 


A 1 Dialogue between F We: Petre 
and the Dewil. 


KP, Or are, you come ? *Tis more than time j 
Your Tardineſs is no ſmall Crime 

All our Deſtgns are at a ſtand, 

They've got again the upper hand ; 

Yet like true Jeſuite, I have wrought 

My Charge up to the Point I ſought, 

Both Senſe and Reaſon quite or ethrown, 

For thoſe we deal with muſt have none. 


D. Is this a Conqueſt to relate, 
Worthy a Jeſuitic Pate ? 
I have more Trouble with you had, 
Than all the Orders I have made : 
' Beſide, I joyn'd in the Deſign 
One, whoſe fell Malice s mine 
One ſo ambitiouſly inclin*d 
Of ſuch an unconitrouled Mind, 
That, let the Gulph be'ne're ſo deep, 
Or Pyramids vrodlat ions ſteep ; 
If in th' Extreams thou can'ſt diſcloſe 
- Any that does her Will Tm 


, 
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With puzzling 


(Tho on juſt Grounds) they meet their Fate 
In violent —nnbounded Hate, 


F. P. I did not call you to diſcourſe, 
We muſt do ſomething now by Force : 
Our whole Society is ſham'd, 

And we in our firſt Founder damn'd. 


' Did I, tho” to my Souls Perdition, 


Add things more black than my Commiſſion, 


Gzinjng Relief among the Great, 
Who forc'd upon themſelves the Cheat ? 


While the good Man I kept at th'Oar, 


No Gally Slave ere labour'd more ; 

Nordurlt I let htm pauſe upan't, 

Leſt, if he thought he ſhou'd recant ; 
Notions ſtill poſſe&&'d him, 

At once tormented and careſs't him ; 

Hood-wink?d the Pilot that ſhou'd ſteer us, 

With our infallible Chimeras. 


D. Boaſt notas if you'd Cogquelt won, 
You've-ſtarted much, and nothing done ; 
Your Order, wherefve*re they came, 
Have ſet whole Kingdoms in a Flame ; 
Nor Hell, nor Rome, can give you thanks 
For aCting thus a mad Man's Pranks. 

Did I not always to yqu preach, 

'The Engliſh wou'd you over-reach ? 
Fhey'l be convinc'd ee they believe, 
Not pin their Faith upon your Sleeve ; 
Your publick Chappels have o'rthrown us, 
Our very Proſelytes diſown us ; 

And face about to th'other Side, 
Exclaiming 'gatnſt the Rowan Pride. 


F. P, VVhat; 


JF. Abad VE: rr HED OO PI 


mm 
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Le, 
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For over-aCting villany e 

I ſtill conſulted you in al 

Did daily for your Condutt call ; 

And tho » [is true, I nam'd the Saints, 
Yet 'twas to you I made my Plaints, 
I own, about the French we fail'd, 
But in the 7riſh we prevail : 

Propoſe once more, and 1 obey't, 

It ſhall be done if you but fay't ; 

You know, in ſuch a holy Juggle, 

My ſeared Conſcience ne'r did 

We muſt not flag, or fit down — 
That wou'd declare Remorſe or Fear, 
Which Jeſuits do mere decline, 

Than e're the Rechabizes did Wine. 

But I have ſomething ts ampart, 
Which does oppreſs my reder Heart, 
And made me now invoke you 

Tho' *gainſt your Principles, to gather 
The truth of ſome important Queres 
Moſt needful in this dubious Series. 


” Firſt, if it in you Pow" r does lye, 


Tell me what Death Pm doom'd to dye 


I dare not hope 'c muſt be ig Bed, 
That ſuits not with-the Life I led : 

But if 1 muſt 'be hang d and quarter'd, 
Let me be canoniz'd and martyr'd, 
With holy Harcourt, and his FeHlows, 
Like them ' be $ainted ar che Gallows. 


The next thing I deſire to learn, 
a 7 you the Secret can —_ 
n 


% 
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F, P. What, do you now Res of me, 
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if Truth does/in your Boſom lye, 
Which were indeed a Myſtery.) 
Let me in private underſtand, 
Both when, and. where, the Dutch will Land. 
And laſt, 1 do'this Favour crave, 

Since I have ever been your Slave ; 

Unfold the myſtic Book of Fate, 

And read me England's future State, 

Who next ſhall ro the Throne ſucceed, 
The Engliſs or Iralian Breed. 


The Devil anſwering, lavgh'd outright : 
Wou'd I theſe Secrets bring to light, 
I ſhou'd not half that Harveſt gain, 
For which Ive taken all this Pain : 
Nor wou'd I, if T cou'd, reveal 
That which my Intereſt bids conceal, 
Yet I will anfwer thee in part, 
Since I've an Intereſt m thine Heart ; 
The firſt, peculiar is to thee, 
For which thou need it not trouble me, : 
"Tis what thy ſelf did long foreſee. 
Nor is it reaſon to believe 
Thou ſhou'd"ſt the Mobile deceive : 
But whether Martyr, or a Traytor, 
Thy Ballad will be Truth's Relator, 
'The other two will be made plain, 
When Belgic Lions croſs the Mane. 


This ſaid, the Devil left the-Father, 
The Meaning of his VVords to gather, 
And vaniſh'd from him down the Stairs, 
VVhile he proceeded in his Pray'rs. 


The Metamorphoſss. 


Ad the late fam'd Lord Rocheſter ſurviy'd, 

VVe'd been inform'd who all our Plots coniriv'd x 
Authors and Afors we had long ſince ſeen, 
in ſharpeſt Satyrs they'd recorded been; : 
Tho? Captain, Doctor, Lord, Duke \K--g,or Queen : 
His bold and daring Muſe had ſoar d' on high, 
And brought. down true Intelligence: from the SKy. 1 
He oft the Court has of its- Vices told,” ' _- 4 
VVhile Prieſts pretend they dare not be ſo bolds 
Tho' they” re Heay*n's Meſlengers, it's Livery wear 
Receive it's bounteous Salary, yet they dare, 't 
Neglect their Duty, or for Gain or Fear : ; 
Connive at what's directly oppoſite, 
And, e*re they'l give Offence, each turn. a Proſelyte : 
VVitneſs the diſmal Change that now is come, 
Long ſince expected by the Church of - Rome. 
The Calves of Dan and Bethel bleat aloud, 
And Feroboam worſhips in the Crowd ; 
Our Upſtart Stateſmen turn with every VVind, 
That blows from Rome,to Senſe and Truth are blind, 
But yet, tho' ten of our twelve Tribes-ſhou'd fall, 
And warſhip Dagon, Aſhtaroth, and Baal, © 
A Remnant will remain, who firm will ſtand, 
To God, Religion, and their Native Land; 
Vho will not ya themſelves to th Romiſh Yoke, 
Tho” they ſhare Sydney s or brave RuſſcPs Stroks 
Nor can this Egypt's Darkneſs long remain, 


A Star of Yeſſe will ſhine out- again 3 


O 3 Scotch 
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' Scotch Vermine, Iriſh Frogs, French Locuſts ; All 
That ſwarm beth at Saint James's and Whitehall ; 
Tho now advant'd to all 'Traſt, all Command, 
All Offices enjoy by Sea and Land, 

Shall, when this Sun doth ſet, no more appear 
Within the Confines of our Hemiſphere. 

A Princely Branch remains will on us ſmile, 

And ſpread its goodly Buighs quite o're the Ifle ; 
Confirm our ſtsggering Hopes, remove our Fears, 
And torn to Balm of GHead all our Tears; 

The Church arid State ſhall nouriſh as before, 
Juſt Jadges to the needful Bench reſtore ; 

And throvghly purge the Judgment-Seat from thoſk | - 
Who make the Laws thettiſelves the Laws Oppoſe. 
For:-fach there are; atid in the higheſt Place, 

VVho their Profeſſion ds ſo much diſprace ; 

That many fear thelr Grievance to unfold, 

Where Law andConſtiente both are hought and ſold. 
Our Pulpits too ſhall be atorwd with thoſe 

VVho tyrh not With each Blaſt of VVind that blows; 
YVho. dare preach Truth, and dare that Truth 

(maintain, 

Not mov'd by Threatnings,Frowns, Favor, or Gala; 
That date dedlaith apainſt the Sins o'th Nation, 
VVhile others of that Tribe ett\brace the Faſhion. 
Not thenceforth ſhall thoſe Black Coat-Vipers cout, 
VVho here are Uily diſeribogu'd from Rome 
VVhere Sins of all Kitids, andof all Deprees, 

(The Church Revennes, and the Office Fers 

ein diſchatg'd) Religiouſly ate done, 

Th&”2t be to murther Father, Brbther, Soh; 
Raviſh a Siſter, with a Davghter do | 
VVhat Nature has 4 Juſt Abhortence to; 
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|} For which, if Purgatory or Hell po ſhug, 


Fee the Prieſts Jargely, and your Work is done ; 
They're Delegates to him that keeps the Keys, 

And can't admit one Soul without the Fees ; 

For he, as in Heaven and Earth has Pow'r 
To Crown to Uncrown in the ſame Hour; 
Unmake and Make, Create and Uncreate, 

To Tormeats after Death can give a Date ; 

From hint proceeds inevitable Fate. | 
Theſe Imps do now in Crowds each other follow, 
And hope e're long Churches and Bells to hallow 3 
To teath you how to worſhip to the Eaſt, 
Preſcribe us Faſts, while they themſelyes do Feaſt ; 
Whole Loads of Reliques they have got together, 
Ay, and Saint Peter*s Shadow's gliding hither 

In tAbbey ſhortly will be kept a Farr, 

Where you may buy ſuch conſecrated Ware, 

As England has not ſeen this hundred Year. 

For *tis not Frarce, nor J/taly, nor Spam, 
That can the thouſandth Part of Saints contan 3 
For Saints, by Canonizing, do become, 

By an infallible Deception made at Rozne, 

Not only Omnipreſeat, but beſide, 

One into twenty thouſand they divide : 

The like with other Reliques they can do, 

Joſeph's old Coat, the Virgin Mary's Shoe ; 

Saint Peter's Sword, that cut off Malchus Ear ; 

The Hoofs o'th* filly Afs which Chriſt did bear ; 
The Right Eye of Jobz Baptiſt, and the Apoltle 

St. Thomgs's Shoulder 5+ ay with the Griltle ; 
The Virgin 44ary's Milk, fold by the Quart ;- 

Nay, th' Blood and Water, which from Jeſu's Heart 
Was by a Souldier let out with a Spear, 

By Miracle kept 'bove ſixteen hundred year : 

O 4 Be- 
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Beſides all this, more Nails to ſhew there be, 

Thar fix*d or Saviour Chriſt unto the Tree ; 

Than twenty Smiths in a whole Day can make ; 

Yet all theſe for the ſame the Church does take. 

(this mean ? 

Bleſs me, thought I, good Heaven ! ! What does 

Such Trumpery by me ſhall ne'r be ſeen ; 

No, nor the Monſters, that were nam'd before, 

Altho? a Trumpet ſtood before the Door, 

And, after diſmal Sound on Ludgate-Hill, il, 

VVhere Porcupine of you did caſt his Quill; 

VVhere Crocodile, Rhinoceros, and Baboon, 

VVith other Prodigies are daily ſhown; 

Invite me in, I wov'd not ſtir I ſwear, 

To ſee thoſe more Prodigious ——there. 


Czlar's Ghof.. 


Vvas ftill low Ebb of Night, when not a Star 
Was twinkling in the muffled Hemiſpere ; 
But all around iu horrid Darkneſs mourn'd, 
As if old Chaos were again return'd | 
| When not one Gleam of the eternal Light 
_ Shot thro? the folid Darkneſs of the Night ; 
In diſmal Silence Nature ſeem'd to ſleep, 
And all the Winds were buried in the Deep 
No whiſpering Zephyrus aloft did blow, 
Nor warring Boughs were murmuring below : 
' No falling Waters daſh'd; no Rivers purl'd ; 
But all conſpir'd to huſh the drowſie World. 
'When on myCouch in thoughtleſs Slumbers wrapt 
I lay repos'd ;—Þ> My very Soul t00 ſlept . 
n 
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' -Jn peaceful DNulneſs, filent and ſerene, ; 
Till *twas debauch'd and waken'd into Dream. 


Methought I ſaw a dark and diſmal Vault, 
Whoſe Horror cannot be conceiv'd by Thought, , 
And'ſeem'd by ſomeInfernal Magick wrought :  - 
So vaſt, and ſo perplexing intricate, 
As if the dreadful Court of Death and Fate 
And yet of Kings the great Repoſiter, 
And only Royal Dult-lyes mouldering here. 


Amongſt theſe Monuments of Sacred Fame, - 
Great Ceſar ſtood ;, Ceſar, whoſe deathleſs Name, 
When Shrines decay, triumphant ſhall remain, - --. 
While Senſe, good Nature, Wit, and Love ſhall reign' 


VVhile I with awful Fear and Trembling paid 
Humble Oblations to the mighty. Dead, 
Methought the ſweating Marble did uncloſe, 
And from Death's Manſon the dead Monarch roſe ; 
His Eyes o're all ſcatter'd a ſullen Light, 

Such as divides the breaking Day from Night ; 
By whoſe faint Rays the ObjeCt I diſcern'd 
All pale——with ghaſtly Majeſty adorn'd. 
His ſtiften'd Loyns a'pyrple Mantle bore, 
His Brows a VVreath of - wither*d Lawrels wore, 
Such as had flouriſh'd there in Life before. 


Now forth he ſtalks, filent as Shadows glide, 
Or Clouds that skim the Air while they divide, - - 
As quick as thought the faithleſs Town he paſ'r,. - 
And towards the Camp of wonderous Fame does haſt, 
VVhile Midnight Fogs ſurround his awful. Head,-.- 
And down his Locks'their baneful Poyſon ſhed ; 
The wandring airy Demons at the View, . 
And all the 1gnjs Fatuns's withdrew; 


Hecate 
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Hecate let fall,her charm-preparing Weeds, (treads, 
Wondring _. what unknown Fr Earth's Surface 
Which more than that which ſhe invokes, ſhe dreads. 
She flies all frighted with erefted Hair, 

And ſcarce her Broomſtaff bears her thro” the Air ; 
From his dread Preſence every Evil ran, 

Except that more exalted Evil, Man : 

Not the firſt Race of leſs corrupted Fiends, 

Till taught by Man, knew half their new-coin'd Sins, 


Thrice with Majeſtick Pace he walks the round 
Sarveying the Pavilions ntmoſt bound, 
And vftleſs Grandeur every where he found. 
Philippi, nor the fam'd Pharſalian Field, 
Didnot more Sigits of Glorious Action yield ; 
But this was all for ſhow not Terror made, 
*Twas Hownflow Farce, a Siegy in Maſquerade. 


More near he views it yet, and found within, 
All the Degrees of Luxury and Sin ; 

atia's Sink into this Common-Shore, 
Dig all its vile and naſty Nuſance pour ; 
Fat Sharpers, Broken Cuckolds, Gameſters, Cheats, 
What Newgate diſembognes find here Retreats ; 
The Groom and Footman from their Livery Rript, 
With Scarf, Gay Feather, and Command <quipt. 
Promotion glvyes to Saucinefs Pretence, 
And greatneſs is tniſtook for Inſolence ; 
And to evince their Valour every Hour 
Bamboo the Slaves that bow beneath their Pow?r ; 
'Yetto the Countrey Ladies theſe appear 
bo Novel, witty, "Nous en Canahier, 


That ſcarce a tender Heart is left behind, 
Pray God a Maidenhead you chance ro find! 


The 
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The Phantom to that Quarter firſt reforts, 
Where the Illuitrious wt keep their Courts. 


Great F=—= the Foremoſt of the Crew, 
Whoſe Uncle Tareign well cou'd fight we know. 
He who ſo often do's repeat the Jeſt 
How he ſybdu'd the Monarch of the W+f, 

(Or wou'd have done had he not been undreſt, ) 
= _ ſtern Hero of the Zricjſh War 

To Neighbouring Tents is always bora in Chair, 
For fear of Incommodetnent from the Alr, 


IL 

It wonders what did C-—.{ recommend, 
VVho never did toDeeds of Arms pretend : 
Love, pit his Active Youth, his bufineſs was, 
Love "that beſt ſuits bis handſom Shape and Face. 
But Armies are like Verſe, whoſe Doprel Lines 
Are here for Senſe, and there for gingling Rhimes- 
(Here where Belſonalays her Armour by, 
And learns to be more charming Company, 
VVhere the ill-matiner'd God has nought to do:) 
Some few for g are, bot moſt for ſhow ; 
VVYhere rich em idered Cloaks 4 ls "Bika 
So often ſhine, unleſs it chance to rain. 
Then Lord, how the Sir Af. will fret and fling 
Undone, 'tis ſpoil'd, ere ſhown before the 
In perfum'd Beds adora'd they 're basking aid 
As fine a3 youttg Brides, on Perſian Carpers Z, 
That o're the ſpacious Floor in wanton n Pride ar 
Like Feaſting Gods ——_ and.,they ſay, (ſpread, 
As arrant Fornicators too as t 
None come amiſs when Luſt their Fancies lead, 
Alerts, nor the ſmeet-fac'd Gammeae ; 


and, 
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And, like thoſe Gods, they all are given to Love, 
But none we hear ere - rovrey but old Fove, 

| II. 

Here one the Hero aCts in Lovir's Arms, 

And calls bis Paſſion out in warlike Terms, 
Tells of ſoft -Sieges, Batteries and Alarms ; 
How the Artillery of her Eyes did wound, 
And how at the firſt Onſet he gave ground : 
He who ne're yet did toa Conqueror bow, 
Yet kiſſes and adores his Fetters now ; 
VVhile all the Batteeies ever he eſlay'd, 
Have been againſt ſome Female Fortleſs Maid ; 
But Love-it, who has leſs of Love than Pride, 
Being with guiltCoach andCountry-houſe ſupply?d, 
Makes that-attone forall Defects beſide, 

£75 thy IV. 

There lay a Youth of all his VVits bereft, 

Who this Campaign was by his Miſtreſs left ; 
A nauſeous Strumpet, inſolent and loud , 
Falſe and deſtruCtive, baſely born and proud. 
Oh bubbl'd Fool, thou that hadſt ſeen the Fate 
Of Cully-B---ſbes quietly ſpent Eſtate: Fre: 
Collier undon, and forty Rake-hells more 
For an.old common o're-grown flabby VVhore,  : 
Whoſe Baſtard Son may vie with thee for Age, 
A Trader twenty -years-upon the Stage : 
What from th? expenſive Folly couldſt thou ſee, 
But ſhameful. Ruine, laught-at Infamy ? 
Thy Eyes, I know, wereapen'd long before, 
But ſtill the Jilt betray'd thee to the VYhore ; 
Debas'd thy Noble Spirits to her Rule , 
And furn'd thy 6nce- fair Fame to:Ridicule, 
Debanch*d'thy Senſe with Converſation baſe, 
Whores, Eating Pimps, 'Players, a numerons _— 

es | While 


oy 
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While thou the treating Cully art deſpis'd, 
And Cuckold by the Slaves thou Gormandiz'd, 
Return, thou Prodigal, from Husks and Swine, 
The Ruine of the firſt, was cauſe of thine : 
They ſay. thou'rt brave, give us this Proof of it, 
And we'll believe thou can'ſt be braver yet : 
Thow'ſt yet a Nobler Race of Life to run, 
Leave Herwood to her now to be undone : 
But her kind Keeper gone, his Flame will fade 
Love cools when 'tis an Obligation made. 

V. 
Here an old batter*d Tangieren he beheld, 
More mawl'd by Love than ere he was in Field; 
Yet wondrous Amorous {till, and wondrous gay, 
OId Fanuary dizen'd up in May ; 
His Zeals as Trophies of his Victory Graces, 
But all adorn'd with many Looking-glaſſes, . Sachvil 
In which he praftiſes Bon Mein and Faces ; ; 
How well to manage Ogling, and what Air 
He ſhou'd maintain, when cock, when frisk his Hair ; 
What AﬀeCtation beſt wou*d Youth expreſs, 
And leaſt the Ruines of his Age confeſs ; 
Half-choak'd with monſtrous Crevat-ſtring, Diſputes 
What Colour beſt to his Complection ſuits ; 
And allin Middle Gallery to pore, 
And claim which is hisJoy, ſome low-priz'd Whore 
Vain ſelf-admiring Fop, tho every day 
Thou doſt thy antiquated Form ſurvey ! 
But to be well deceiv'd, ceaſe playing the Aſs 
Six hours each Morning before a Looking-glafs, 
And truſt the wiſer Valet with thy Dreſs ; 
For whilſt thou doſt not that ag'd Face behold, 
Thy Dreſs may flatter thee, thou art not old. 


Chett, 


- teas <P, co 
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| ' 6. Chett, that Scundrel, he whom Natvre made 


An arrant Kool, although a Rogue by Trade, 
Which he induſtrioufy improv'd & well, f 


He does in niceſt Vilany excel, - 

And from the Trumpet rey the Cologne] ; 

. Yet lives adouble Scandal in bis Race, 

His Morals-are as odious 85 his Face ; 

Tho Knave and:Coward in bis Front be writ, 

He has one Vertne recommends him yet ; 

A Paſſive Valour that can kicking bear, 

A Caution that ſecur*d him in his Fear 

Behind the Canoa in the HTſters War. 

And farther to this Honoar has Pretence, 

Can cheat his Men with matchilefs Impudence : 

But that's the general Cry, While no bold Tongue 
Is found 2 Rs 2 NPR of 

7. Next a Grabefiows Alonier , who fat 

Like Bacchus on his Tun in — 

With all bis mellow Gang encompaſs d nn 

In high Debauch of Ws and Bawdry drownd 


8. That Manſter G \ of prodigious ſize, 
A Body fitted to his y Vices 
A Face to all thore formidable far 
Than Gorgon*s Head, or tothat Coward War ; 

In youth mean Cheats and Roaking was his Trade, 
Now (ſtarving) got C——_ for Drink» at 


9. V———60r new 71's Hettar, and is's hope, 
Preferr'd from Tail of Coach to Head af Troop; 
*T was no true Valoar gat bim fiſta Name, 

But ſome Welſh Fury «id his Blood inflave, 
andine he never frrght when he was tane. 


| 
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No Brutal Coward Tyrant Algerzen 
E're healed Slaves ſo ill as his have been 3 
As if to him Anthority were new, 

It is but damn the Raſcal, and a Blow. 

For they ſoofi falſe Muſters we obſerve, 

Rather than follow him the Rogues will {ſtarve ; 

And wou'd, if e're indeed there came a War 

Re juſtly ſhot like wry-neck'd Chevdter, 

By ſome of his own Soldiers in the Reer, 

But YV——#'s not alone, more of hisſtamp, 

That better merit 7) yorn, rule the Camp, 


10, Among this Crew Mt that Fornicator, 
Incamp'd with Grandam Doxy and her Daughter 3 
The good old Soul he loves becauſe ſhe's handy, 
Can joque and ſmoak,and hold him tack with Brandy; 
Full threeſcore years in wife Experience bred, 
Preferrd from drawing Ale to p 7 A $ Bed 
She's old enough to witch, and by her Art 
Has ſtruck ſome craaked Pin quite through his Heare. 
Or has ſome daman'd Infirmity unſeen, 

That makes him dote an ſoch a rivell'd Queen, 
XI. 

Among this Drunken Clab was Bean Sir Tom, 
Dub'd for his Brother's Merits, not his own ;; 
From drudging City Prig advanc'd to be 
, | Right Worſhipful, in Place of High Degree, 

But kgew not how to manage Quality, 

And thought the neareſt way was to be lewd, 
While all Degrees the Debockee purſi'd 5 
But like true Cit did. always aver-do, 

&s well in Lewdneſs as in Faſhions too; 
Drinking's bis leading Vice, his Darling Sin, 
That pumps his duller Inclination in ; 


7 


Then 
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Then loud as Storms, incourag'd for all evil, 
Swears and invokes by Healths his Guardian Devil. 
By chance the Poet Elcanab was there 

To make 'em ſport, for *twas not yet the Fair ; 

VVith many more too ſcandalous to name, | 
VVhoſe Talents are to ſwear, whore,drink and game; 
At a large Table they were ſeated round, 
VVith Bottles, Snuſh, foul Pipes and Glaſſes crown'd, 
Boxes and Dice——-but whether falſe or true, 
L leave it to the Fools that Night ſhall rue ; 
For there was Country Squire and City Cully, 
That came to ſee the Show, look'd to by Bully, ] 
VyYhere bubbPd of their Coyn, they healed are ] 
A la Campagne— that is, with Chear entire : I 
Damme, cries Grab, each Prig his Buttork_ bring, / 
And let #: forthwith fall to managing ; [ 
When 1 am boozing, clear old Dudgeon's Drofiſh, A 


Then let my Natural be a Jump,” a Poliſh, I 
T ſink. her down —— Then makes ſome naſty Jeſt, B 
And Crowns it-with a Bumper to the Beſt ; A 
(And calls for Link-boy, ſwears his. Pego's nice, Te 
And therefore cannot deal in common Vice. ) Tl 
Then to the Height of Lewdneſs they retire, At 
And Venus muſt extinguiſh Bacchw fire, Pu 

Thus 'tis when Men forſake an honeſt Trade, | 
How much a better Pedant thou hadft made ; of 
Or (bilking ſharp) hadſt bully*d up and down, Wh 
And ſcar'd the Trembling Mortals of the Town ? Or 
This was thy Talent, this thy proper Sphere ; Bra 


Yet ſtill this Part of thee remains while here, 
That thou canſt cheat, oppreſs, and domineer. 
Tho thus much by thy Foes muſt be confeſs'd, 


Of all thy roaring Tribe thou art the beſt, & {4 
% The » 
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The reſt ſuch Cowards,Sots,ſuch hard'ned Rogues, 
Blaſphemers, Villains, Rake-hells, Swines and Dogs, 
Have newer Sins than were to Sodom known, 
And if juſt Heay'n fhou'd ſend his Vengeance down, 
There's not one Lo# to fave a ſinking Town. 
But numbefleſs and endleſs 'twere to tell 
All the rank Vice that fills this Local Hell. 
All which the Phantom does in haſt ſurvey, 
He ſcents the Morning Air, and muſt away, . 
And on the Eaſtern Hill he views the breaking day, 
Yet e're he goes with a Remorls extreme 
Leoks back and ſighs o're this Jeruſalem ; 
Nor cou'd depart till like the Prophet too, 
In whiſpering Our pronounc'd thrice -wo, wo, wo ; 
And then methought I heard a Hollow Sound, 
Like Ecchoes that from Caves and-Rocks rebound 1 
And thus it ſpake———Full five and twenty years 
I Reign'd, wit hout the Nojſe-vr Toil of Wars, 
Bore all th Indignities of - Fattious Power, 
And ſaw my Life in danger every hour ; 
Tet rather had reſign*d it up 1n Peace, 
Than ow'd my Safety to ſuch-Brutes as theſe ; 
At beſt a Scare-crow Rebels to affrighs, 
Put them to Aftion, and: fearce one will fight. 
Ab, great Auguſtus ! thou deſerv ſt an Hoſt 
Of Heroes, ſuch as ancient Rome produc*d ; 
When each Commander ſhould like Scipio be ; , 


Or rather like the . yet more Godlike thee, 
Brave, Temperate, Prudent to the laſt degree. 
The common Rout all Sceva's in the Field, 

c Who bore a thouſand Arrows in his Shield. 
At leaſt they ſhou'd have Souls to be inſpir'd, 
$ {Hnd by thy great Example tobe fird, 


, 
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Thy Conſt anc and Valour imitate, 
And raiſe at once thy Glory and the State, 


This ſaid, and parting with a pittying Look, 
Tow'rds his Eternal Hope his way he took, 


'And bleſt his Fate he con'd again return 


To the bleſt Confines of his peaceful Urn. 


_ 


1697. 


The Fourth Satyr of Boileau to W.K, 


Elieve me, W:ll, that thoſe who have leaſt Senſe, 
Think they to VViſdom have the ſole Pretence; 


And that thoſe YVretches who in Berhlem are, 
Deſerve it leſs than thoſe who put them there, 


The haughty Pedant, ſwoln with Frothy Name 
Of Learned Man, big with his Claſſick Fame  ; 


A thouſand Books read o*re and ore again, 


Does word for word moſt perfectly retain , 
Heap'd in the Lumber-Office of his Brain ; 


Yet this cram'd Skull, this undigeſted Maſs , 


Does very often prove an arrant Aſs ; 


Believesall Knowledge is to Books confin'd, 


That reading only can inform the Mind ; 


That Senſe muſt Err, and Reaſon ramble wide, 


If Sacred Ariſtotle ben't their Guide, 


While, on the other hand, a Flutt ring thing, 
VVith a full Roll, and three pil'd Crevat ſtring , 


Whoſe Life's a Viſit, who alone takes care 


To ſay fine things, write SONgs, and count the Faity 
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 Lavghs at the muſty Precepts of the School, 
Calls the Learn'd Writer an Authentick Fool; 
Swears that all Learning is a thing unfit 

A well-bread Perſon, or a Man of Wi: ; 


Names proper only to the Sparks o* th* Town, 
And dams his Scholar to his Colledge Gown. 


The fierce Bigot, who vainly does believe 
His bantring Zeal can Heaven it felf deceive, - 
With Saint-like Looks the bleer-ey'd Crowd does 
And the Jilt Villain damns all Human kind,  ( blind, 
While the wild Libertine, that Beaſt of Prey, 
Who bears down all that ſtops him in his way, 
Ranges o're all, and takes his ſavage fill 
In the wild Foreſt of a boundleſs will : 
Swears that Heaven, Jove's, and Hells Eternal Pain, 
Are the ſick Dreams of a Diſtemper'd Brain, 
Tales fit for Children, a meer holy Jeſt, 
to ſtarve the People, and to glut the Prieſt. 
The ſharpeſt Satyriſt with Poetick Rage 
Strives to reform the Vices of the Age ; 
Laughs at the Fool, and at the Yillain rails ; 
Yet Folly reigns, and YVillany prevails ; | 
VVhile the crack'd Skull ſhows all that has been faid, 
Leaves Marks on nothing but the Poet's Head : 
For partial Man, try*d by himſelf alone, 
Proteſting every Sentence bnt his own ; 
Severe to all Men, to himſelf too kind, 
Sees others Faults, but to his owg is blind. 


\ The ſordid Miſer, a meer lump of Clay, 
Forin'd into Man e're from its groſs Allay, - 
It was refin'd by the Souls Heayenly Ray, 
<1 1x0 P 2 VVhoſe 
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VVhoſe Thirſt of *Wealth- encreafes with his Store; 
And to ſpend leſs, does covet to have more ; 

YVho Midas-like, to feed his Avarice, 

Starves in the enjoyment of a golden wiſh ; 

Thinks. himfelf, wiſe, boaſts of being provident, 
And down-right Scraping calls good Management, 


The Love of VYealth is madneſs, and I hate 
The very trouble, of a great Eſtate : 
"Tis perfect Dirt, cries the vain Prodigal , 

Mad till cis gone, and when he has ſpent all, jo 
The beggar'd Fool calls himſelf Liberal. P 


Now' weigh them both, and- tell me, if you can, 
| VVhich of the two ſeems the moit prudent Man : 
E The Gameſter ſwears both ſhou'd in Berhlem be, 
; That Fortune-monger,. maddeft. of the three, 
VVhoſe Life, whoſe;Soul, whoſe yery Heav*n is Play, 
At which the Bubble.throws them all away | 
Who every moment waits his Deſtiny 
From the uncertain: running of a Die ; 
And, if he chance to loſe, then how he ſtares ! 
Then how the Fury, with his briſtled Hairs 
Curſes his Fate ! Earth, Hell, and Heaven defies , 
And with Oaths heapd on Oaths, he ftorms the Skies. 


I could name thouſands more, but to draw all 
The Shapes of. this. falſe Reaſoning Animal, 
Wou'd be as hard, as to count all that die 
Each Spring and Fall, by Low'r and Mercury : 
Or ſay how of th? impatient Heir, to have 
The Old Man's wealth, has wiſht him in his Grave : 
A Drudgery ſo great my Pen declines, 
Content to ſam up all in theſe four Lines. 


Greece 
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Greece boaſts ſeven Sages, but the Story lies, 
For the whole World ner ſaw one truly VViſe : 
All Men are Mad; and the ſole Difference , 
Lies1in the More, or the Leſs, want of Senſe; 


—— 
* 


— 


A Cawale for a Sick, Feſuit. : 


| as Rome's Infallibility take a Grain, 
5 Two Drams of Inquiſition fetch from Spain ; 
Ot Dr 


Honeſty one Mite engage, 


Dr theGlory of the Britiſh Stage! 
O're Flaming Coals in let *em blow it, 
Till the all-conquering diſſolve the Poet. 


Add, that the Fire and Brimftone be not dull, 
Two Grains of VVit drain'd from an Iriſh Scull, 
VVith Conſcience galling for thoſe ſenſeleſs Gulls, 
To ſee th? untimely: Fate of twenty Bulls. 

From Statute-Shelfs pull down the Acts, and drain 
The Twenty Fifth of old Queen Beſs's Reign ; 

Set thoſe on Coals of Purgatory-Fire, 

The ſpace the Devil napping catch'd the Frier ; 
'Twill cure all Maladies, tho conceald in Cloſer, 
And *tis the true Catholic-Cordial Poſler, 


F.3. A 
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A Congratulatory Poem on his Highneſs 
the Prince of Orange, his coming in- 
to England. Written by Mr. Thomas 
Shadwell. | 


UR Glorious Realm,o*re all the Earth Renown'd, 
Once with the Nobleſt Government wes Crownd; 

By which all Foreign Tyrannies were aw?d, 
Eaſie we were at home and Terrible abroad. 

All our-wiſe Laws of Empire were deſign'd 
Nor for the Luſt of one, ibut, good of al Mankjnd 
The gteat Prerogative was underſtood 
A valt #nbowded pow'r of doing good : 
From doing 11}, by Laws it was confin'd ; 
If Santtions, Patts, or Oaths, could Princes bind, 
By Ancient «ſages and Laws they ſway'd, 
VVhich both were by the choice of Subjetts made, 
Old Cuftoms grew to Laws by long conſent, * 
And to each Written Law of Parliament : 
Freedom in Boroxghs, and in Land Frechold ; 
Gave all, 'who had them, Voices, uncontrouPd : 
But few new Xjghts were by new Laws obtain'd, 
Only ſome raviſh'd liberties regain'd. 
Who had no Yoices, yet alike were bound 
By the Prote&zon, which from Law's they found, 
For every one in thoſe had equal right, 
And no great Man could injure, or affright ; 
Where Subjefts in the Laws can claim no ſhare. 
"Lwixt them and Cartel no diſtinCtions are. 
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This was the Conſtirxtion of our State, 

And true Reljgion flouriſh'd in its height : 

From lying Legerds, falſe Traditions, free, 

From Monk j/h Ignorance, Schoolmens Frippery, 
From 1dols, and from Papal Tyranny. 

Their b=ilding made of Srxbble and of Hay, 

VVas by our Wiſe Reformers ſwept away ; 

Thus we enjoy*d a happy Union, 

Under the great Ehza, perfect grown, 

Hers ahd the Peoples Int'reſts, were thought one; 
She, and the Realm, with mutual kindneſs ſtrove, 
Great its Obedience, and as great her Love ; 

Long might ſuch happineſs have been enjoy'd, 
Had it not been b' Ambitious Prieſts deſtroy'd. 
Thoſe. haughty Prieſts could not contented be 
VVith what remain'd from Popiſh Dignity, 

But would their Hierarchy have greater made, 
VVith caſt off Rights the Laity th' invade, 

And call in Jus Divinum to their aid. 

VVith that inviſible Commiſſion arm'd 

Our Kings, with Sov'raign, and Inherent charm'd, 
VVith Sacred Perſon, pqwer without a Bound, 
Prerogative unlimited, no ground 

VVhereof is in our Conſtitution found, 

Thus they, by Eccleſiaſtick Flattery, 

Turn'd Kings to Tyrants, and to Slaves, the free; - 
Theſe Furious Fools yet VViſe Divines contemn'd, 
And their raſh DoQrines, privately condemn'd ; 
None dare in publick ſay they were unſound, 

But Fines, and Pillories, and Brands, were foutid. 
For ndw Commiſſion'd from above the Sky, 
Kings ſoon were deem'd for Laws,and Oaths too high 
Hotly *twas taught, they were not bound by Gaths, 


Becauſe no Pow'r above them to impoſe. 
* P 4 *T'a49 
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"T'was now no Kingly Office nor a Truſt, 
No Laws to Rule by but their Sov'raign Luſt ; 

And all the Land for their Eſtate they own'd, 

The Subjects were their Stock upon the Ground, 

At length, to rivet on the Chains we wore, 

Lend Knaves.in Quoifs yield the Diſpenſing Pow'r, 
VVhich never Tyrant here had claim'd before. 

The Scandals of the Bar muſt now be found 

To give the Government this mortal wound ; 
VVhich at. one blow took all its ſtrength away, 

And down in pieces daſh'd, the Noble StruCture lay, 
Rite and Rubbiſh cover'd all the Ground, 

And no Remains were of the building found. 
Monſters of Roman and Hybernian Race, 
VVith'Pbangs and Claws infeCt the waſted place : 
VVith one of Britth. kind, who ſwallow'd more 
Than any other Bloody Beaſt of Pow'r ; 

Fiercely he goggled, his Jaws open'd wide, 

Louder he'roar'd. than all the Beaſts beſide. 

Some like Faccals, before him Prey'd for Blood, 
And:to his Rav'nous Maw brought all they cou'd : 
Againſt the Rapine of theſe Beaſts of Prey, | 
Firſt Londons Neble Prelate ftood at Bay ; | 
One fit t' attone for all the Clergies Blots, - | 
For three vile Engliſh Biſhops, and twelve Scots. 4 
Then Valiant Fairfax and brave Hough made head, 
But -by theſe Monſters were diſcomfited ; 

And now the trembling Church began to reel, 
And'the eitects of Non-reſiſtance feel 

VVhere 7us Divinum was not on their ſide ; 

They ſtrove to ſtop the fierce impetuans 'Tyde. 
Seven: Suffering Heroes gave it-ſuch a ſhock, - 

It ſeem'd to daſh its Surges on a Rock; __ 
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But Show'rs of Locuſts came with thickeſt Fogs, - 

From Tybers Marſhes and from Shanons Bogs ; 

Vaſt clouds of Vermin haſten to their aid, 

And intercepting light thick darkneſs made ; 

All clouded was our Sullen Hemiſphere, 

But Lo ! the Glorious Orange does appear ! 

And by his Univerſal Influence, 

Does to our Drooping Land new Life diſpence ; 

His heat ferments that Lump, was dead before, 

VVhich now in every part exerts its Pow'r 

To purge its ſelf,” that it may clean become, 

The-Fermentation ſoon throws off the Scum. 

And ev*ry part does towards Perfeftion moye, 

Tow'rds Strength,and Soundneſs, Harmony &Love : 

When Earth oppreſs'd, with darkneſs over-ſpread, 

From filthy Boggy exhalations bred, 

The Sun with noiſeleſs Marches of his light, 

Diſcuſſes Vapours, and diſpels the Night ; 

With Equal Silence in his Glorious Race, 

Our noyſome Fogs does the Brave Orange Chaſe : 

Does all the powers of Darkneſs put to flight, 

And the Infernal Miniſters of Night ; 

The Guilty Spirits ſhun th* approach of light. 

When undiſtinguiſh'd in the Mighty Maſs, 

And in Stagnation Univerſal matter was; 
Huddled in heaps the diff*ring Attomes lay 

Quiet, and had no Laws of Motion to obey ; 

Th" Eternal Mover threw the ferment 1n, 

The Solid Attoms did their Courſe begin; 

The. Quickning Maſs moves now in every part, 

And does its Plaſtick Faculties exert. 

The jarring Attomes move into 8 peace, 

And all Confuſion, and Diſorders ceaſe : 

The Ugly undigeſted Lump became, 
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The perfect Glorious, and well order*d Frame. 

" Let there be Light, th* Almighty fiat Run, 

No ſooner 'twas pronounc'd, but it was done : 
Inſpir*d by Heav'n, thus the great Orange ſaid, 
Let there be Liberty, and was obey'd. 

Vaſt VVonders Heay'ns great Miniſter b'as wrought, 
'From our dark Chaos, beauteons Order brought : 
H'invaded ns with Force to make us free, 

And in anothers Realm, conld meet no Enemy. 
Hail Great Aſſertor, of the Greateſt Cauſe ; 

Mans Liberty, and the Almighty's Laws : 

Heay?n Greater VVonders has for thee deſign'd, 
Thou Glorious Deliy*rer of Mankind ! 


Fr NTT m—__—— 


A Congratulatory Poem to the moſt Illuſtrious 
Queen Mary, upon her Arrival mm Eng- 
land, By Thomas Shadwell. 


MADAM, 


Mmur'd with Rocks of Ice no VVretches left 
Hopeleſs of Life, of Heat and Light bereft, 

Under the Influence of the ragged Bear, 
Where but one Day and Night is all the Year, 
With ner ſo much tranſporting Foy could meet - 
The dawning Day, as Your Approach we greet : 
Your Bears reviv'd us from the Belgian Shore: 
VVhich now our long-lov*dPrinceſs does reſtore. | 
VVhatcould make us ſo rich ? Or them ſo poor ? ©? 
The World nought equal to our Foy can find, 
But the deſpairing Grief You left behind. 
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We from the ag States have now gain'd more 


"Than by our they ever got before, 


When the Great Yere's and Sidney's won ſuch Fame, 


That each of them immortalliz?d his Name, 
Not Alva's Rage would have aiftreſs'd them 


fo 


As, MADAM, we have done, recalling You. 


Our ador*d Princeſs to Batavians lent, 
Is home to us with mighty Intereſt ſent : 


For we, with her, have won the Great Naſſau, 
| VVhoſe Sword ſhall keep the Papal World in awe' 
She comes, She comes, the Fair, the Good, the Wiſe, 


VVith loudeſt Acclamations rend the Skies, 
Rock all the Steeples, kindle ever Street, 


Thunder ye Cars from each Fort and Flee. 

To all the neighb'ring Lands ſound out your Foys, 
And let France ſhake at the Triumphant Noiſe, 
Bleſ#d be the riſing Waves, the murmuring Gales 
Suſtain'd the Mighty Cargo, ſwelld the Sayls, 


Bleſs'd be the YVefſel, as that was which bore 


The Sacred Remnant, when there was no Shore, 


Not the returning Dove they welcom'd fo 
As we our M ART, who brings Olive too ; 


That only promis'd Safety to their Lives, 
This our loſt Peace and Liberty revives. 


Bleſs'd, bleſs'd be his Invaſios, which made way 


' For this moſt happy and 1lluſtrious Day. 

So brave an Aion, ſo Renown'd a Name, 
Was ne'er yet written in the Book of Fame. 
Let Paraſites call Princes Wiſe, and Brave, 
Who bear glorious Arms but to inſlave. 


(bind : 


Our Prince will break thoſe Chains wherewith they 


'Tis his true Glory to enlarge Mankind. 
 Inany Land You would Dominion gain ; 


And M A D AM, ip each Common-Wealth would Reign. 


Where 
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VVhere'er yourGod-like Þ R I N' GE from us ſhould go | 


They would like us, ſubmit without a Blow. 

In his ſhort _ more Wiſdom He has ſhown, 
Than here before in Ages has been known. 
The;Name of KING adds nothing to his Fame; 
But his great Yir:#es dignific that Name. 

VVhat Land can boaſt of ſuch a matchleſs Pair, 
Like him ſo wiſe, ſo brave ;, like You ſo wiſe, ſo fair ? 
VVhere e*re ſo many |/acred Yirtnes joyn, 

They £0 a Scepter ſhew a Right Divine, 

Who are. approv'd ſo Yahavt,” Wiſe and Fuſt, 
Have the beſt Tizles to the higheſt Truft, 

Though from the Loins of greateſt Kings deriv'd, 
That Titles not ſo ſtrong, nor ſo long liy'd ; 
For Princes more of ſolid Glory gain, 

Who are thought fir, than who are born to Reign, 


—__ 


Ode on the Ammuverſary of the Keng s Birth, 
By: T homas Shadwell. 


\/ Elcome, thrice welcome, this AuſpiciousMorn, 
On which the Great Aaſſau was Born, 

Sprung from a mighty Race, which was defign'd 

For: the Deliv*rers of Mankind. | 

Illuſtrious Heroes, whoſe prevailing Fates | 

Raig{ the Diſtreſsd,to High and Mighty States ; 

- "And' did by that poſſeſs more trye Renown, 

Than their Adolphns gain'd by the Imperial Crown. 


"Y AL | / | ; They 
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' They cool'd the Rage, humbled the Pride of Spajr, 
But ſince the Inſolence of France no leſs, 

Had brought the States into Diſtreſs, 
But that a precious Scien did remain 
From that Great Root, which did the ſhock ſoſtain, 
And made them High and Mighty once again. 


This Prince for us, was Born to make vs free 
From the moſt abjeCt Slavery. 
Thou haſt reſtor*d our Laws their Force again ;- 
YVe ſtill ſhall Conquer on the Land by thee 
By thee ſhall Triumph on the Main. 


But thee a Fate much more ſublime attends, 
Enrope for Freedom on thy Sword depends ; 
And thy Victorious Arms ſhall tumble down 
The Savage Monſter from the Galick, Throne ; 
To this Important Day, we all ſhall owe, 
Oh Glorious Birth, from which ſack bleſt ſets ſhall 
OW. 
On this glad 'Day ket every Voice, | 
And Inſtrument, Proclaim our Toys, 
And. let all Europe joyn in the Triumphant Noe 
Io Triumphe let us Sing, 
lo Triumphe let #s Sing, 
And let the Sound through all the Joacions Welkin Rig. 


From thy freſh Lawrels ſhall' the Olive ſpring, 
Thy Vi&ories: Thall bring vs Peace, \ 
And under Thee, 6nr moſt Indulgent King,” W_ 
Shall Induſtry 2nd Arts increaſe; - 
Quiet we ſhall poſſeſs, but not Inglorious Eaſe. 
Then ſhall each\fertile Mead, and-prateful Field, 
Amply reward our Care and Tolls "2 
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The Herds and Flocks a vaſt increaſe ſhall yield, 
Which raging War ſhall never ſpoil, 
Free from Invadi 


And though our plenteous Iſle ſhall need no more, 
Than what its Soil for Natives does provide, 
Yet added to its mighty Store, 
Whatever any. Foreign Coaſt, 
Of Plenty, or of Wealth can boaft, 
Shall pg-our Happy Shores flow in beſide, 
From the ſuperfiuoys Bounty of each Tide. 


Now Ay'rice or Ambition in the Great, 
Shall under thee thy. Godlike Power pervert, 
Rewards nor Threats corrupt thy Judgment Seat ; 
Nor Truſts be gain'd but by deſert, 
While thy Great Self thy Wiſdom ſhalt exert. 
Then ſhall the vile ungrateful murm'ring Band, 
; Whom our great Moſes has Tet free 
From Egypts Bondage, and Idolatry, 
Glad to ſubmit to his Command ; 
For ſhame their guilty Heads hang down, 
Owning the beſt of Kings that ever filld the Throne. 


Thus the Prophetick Muſes ſay, 
And all the VViſe and Good will ſay, 
That they long, long, may celebrate this Day. 
Soon Haughty France ſhall bow, and Coz'ning Rome, 
And Britain Miſtreſs of the World become ; 
And from thy wiſe, thy Godlike Sway, 
Kings learn to Reign, agd Subjects to Obey, 


. * -Bigr Bleſs Day let every Voige, 
 *Ana, CC, | 


be 3. 
+84 


g Force, and from Inteſtine Broil, 
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An Ode on the Queens Birth-Day, San 
before their re" at Whatcha 
| 


By Tho. Shadwe 
Ne: does the glorious Day appear, 
The mightieſt Day of al] the Year ; 
Not any one ſuch Joy could bring, 
Not that which uſhers in the Spring. 


That of enſuing Plenty hopes does give, 

This did the hope of Liberty retrieve ; 

This does our Fertile Iſle with Glory Crown, 
And all the Fruits it yields we now can call our own, 

On this bleſt day was our Reſtorer born, 
Far above all let this the Kalender Adorn, 

IT, 

It was a work of full as great a weight, 

And require the ſelf-ſame Power, 

Which did frail Humane kind Create, 

When they were loſt them to reſtore ; 
For alike ACt, Fate gave our Princes Birth, 
Which adding to the Saints, made Joy in Heaven, 
As well as Triumphs upon Earth, 

To which ſo great, ſo good a Queen was given, 


By beauteous ſoftneſs mixt with Majeſty, 

An Empire over every Heart ſhe gains, 

And from her awful Power none-could be free, 
She with ſuch Sweetneſs and fuch Juſtice Reigns - 
Her Hero too, whoſe CondyCt and whoſe Arms 
The trembling Papal World theirForce moſt now 
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Muſt bend himſelf to her victorious Charms, 
And give up all the Trophies of each Field, 
Our ; 9 Religion, with our Laws defence, 
To God her Zeal, to Man Benevolence ; 
Muſt her above all former Monarch raiſe 
To be the everlaſting Theme of Praiſe ; 

No more ſhall we the great Eliza boaſt, 

| For her Great Name in Greater Mary's will be loft. 


hh 


Now now, with one arkted Voice 

Let us aloud proclaim our Joys ; 

Io Triumphe let us ſing, 

And maks Heaven's mighty Concave Ring. 
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The Oſervator. Or the Hiſtory of Hodge, 
as reported by ſome ; from his ſiding 
with Noll, and ſcribling for Rome. 


20 forth thou grand Impoſtor of our time, 
The Nations ſcandal, Puniſhment and Crime ; 
Unjult Uſurper of ill gotten Praiſe, 

Unmatch'd by all but thy leud Brother Bays ; 
How. well have you your ſev'ral Gallants choſe, 
Damnably to plague the World in Verſe and Proſe. 
Like two Twin Comets; When you do appear 
Wwe juſtly may ſuſpect ſome danger near. 

He lately did under correction pals, 

Honour'd by that great hand that gave the Laſh, 
A doom too glorious for that curſed head, 

And unproportion'd to the Life he lead, 

But you are to a viler fate deſign'd, 

To ſuffer by a vulgar hand like ming, 

We'll tear your Vizard and unmask your ſhame, 
And at each corner Gibbet up your name. 

Expoſe you to the Scorn of all you meet, 

As Dogs drag grinning Cats about the Street. 
Under Uſurping Nol/ you firſt began 

To rear yoyr Head and ſhew your ſelf a Man ; 
Unpittying ſaw the Royal Party fall, 

And Danc'd and Fiddled to the Funeral ; 
Diſcliim'd their Intereſt and renounc'd their ſide, 
And with the Independant ſtraight comply'd ; 


A 3 Officious 
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Officious in their Service wrote for Hire ; 

A brisk Crowdero in the FaCtious Quire : 

Your nimble Pen on all their Errands run ; 

The Horoicope ſtill opens to the Sun: 

There 'twas inthoſe unhappy days, 

You laid foundation for deſigned Praiſe ; 

By diſre(peCt ignobly purchas'd ſhame, 

And damir'd your Soul to ſcandalize your Name : 
When Charles at length by Providence came in, 
You fac'd about and quickly chang'd the Scene ; 
Turn'd to new Notes your mercenary ſtrings, 
Began to play Divinity of Kings : 

Your former Maſter ſtraightway 1s forgot, 

Stil'd Villain, Rogue, Thief Murderer, what not ? 
Such recompence he doth deſerveto have, 

Who for his Intereſt durſt employ a Knave. 

Now *cwas a time you thought to take your eaſe, 
After ſuch great Exploits perform'd as thele : 
Applauding to your ſelf your own deſerts, 

You ſtrait tet up for a vain Aſs of Parts ; 
Reſolving that the Ladies too ſhould know, 

W hat other Tricks and Gambals you could do. 
Was there a skipping Whore about the Town : 
Or private Baudy-houſe to you unknown 2? 

Here for a Stallion, there for a Pimp you went ; 
To do both Drudgeries alike content. 
But 111 fucceſs you had with Madam C—&, 
Whom in the ACt her Husband took : 

Strong Baſtinado o're your ſhoulders laid, 
Made you a while ſurceaſe that letcherous trade, 
Till growing old in cuſtomary fin, 

You with a Chaſter Lady did begin, 

Whom when you found fhe all Affaults refus'd, 
And would not yield her ſelf to be abus'd ; 


Down 


_ 
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Down on. your Knees you preſently was laid, 

And thus (O righteous Heaven) devoutly pray'd : 
Since you diſdain the kind: requeſt to grant, 

Dear Madam, let me lay my hand upon. 

This is the Man whoſe whole Diſcourſe and tone, 
Is Honour, Juſtice, Truth, Religion ; . 
Was ſuch a Godly Raſcal ever known ? 

But now reform'd by indigence of Gold. 7 
Your former wanton Courſe grew ſlack and cold, 
For 'twas at firſt indeed too hot to hold. 4 
Now new expedicnts muſt employ your Brain, 
And other Methods for advance of Gain; 
Something contrivU in private, touch'd the State, 
W hich made you timely think of a retreat ; 
Beyond Sea then the wretched Caitiff flies, 

A guilty Conſcience has Quick-l1ghted Eyes. 
When you returnd, you fell to work amain, 

And took up your old Scribling trade again ; 
Some ſorry ſcandal on Fanaticks thrown, 

And viler Canting upon Forty one ; 

You thought ſufficient to oblige the Crown; 

Then who but you, the World was all your own; 
Now for the Church of Ezgland you declare, 

A witty zealous Proteſtant appear; 

Your ſecret {pics and emillaties uſe 

To pay for falſe Intelligence and News : 

When nam'd in two Djurnals you diſpence 
Equally void of Reaſon, Truth, and Senſe, 
Guinea's now from every quarter came 

To pay reſpect to your encreafing Fame, 

While you at Sar#s like a grave Doctor fate, 
Teaching the Minor Clergy how to prate, 

Who lickt your Spittle up and then came down, 
And ſhed the naſty Drivel ore the Town. 
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Ay thefe were bleſſed times and happy days, 
When all the Worldconſpired to your praiſe : 
He who refus'd and would no Token ſend, 
Muſt be traduc'd as the Diſſenters Friend: 
And that your Greatneſs no regard might lack, 
You got a Knighthood chopt upon your Back. 
But ſomething now has ſtopt that rapid ſtream, 
And you have nothing more to fay for them : 
Your piercing Eye diſcovers from a far, 

The glittering Glory of ſome further Star, 
Which bids y ou pay your adoration there. 
Inconſtant Rover, whether do'ſt thou tend ? 
When will thy tedious Villanies have end 2? 


Of which party wilt thou &er prove true ? 
To Turk, or Pope, to Proteſtant or Jew ? 
Should I here all thy Villanies recount, 
'To what a mighty ſumm do they amount ? 
Thy ſolemn Proteſtations,” Oaths and Lies, 
Devices, Shams, Evaſions, Perjuries, 

My Paper to a;Volumn would exceed, 

'Of greater bulk than Holl;ngfhead and Speed. 
For thou art now ſo ſcandalouſly known, 
And ſo remarkable in Vice alone, 

That every one can find a ſtone to throw 
At ſuch a ſnarling pimping Cur as thou. 
But wretch! if {till thou art not paſt all Grace, 
And wholfome counſel can with thee find place; 
If thou art laſt ſincerely wouldfſt attone, 
And expiats thy former miſchiefs done, 
Like dying Fudas render back thy pelf, 
Recant thy Books and then go hang thy ſelf. 


Whither at laſt do'ſt thou intend to go ? c X 


fund gd hows ©: 
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The Farewell. 


[. 
Arewell P-—, farewell Croſs ; 
Farewell C , farewell Afs. 
Farewell P , farewell Tool, 
Farewell S——, farewell Fool. 
II. 
Farewell M , farewell Scot; 
Farewell B——, farewell Sot. 
Farewell R ——, farewell Trimmer ; 
Farewell D -——-, farewell Rhymer. 
IIT. 


Farewell B , farewell Villain; 
Farewell I , worle than Treſilian. 


Farewell Chancellor, farewell Mace ; 
Farewell Prince, farewell Race. 

IV. 
Farewell , farewell Paſſion ; 
Farewell K-—, farewell Nacion, 
Farewell Prieſts, and farewell Pope ; 
Farewell all that deſerve a R—. 


Miſcellany POEMS. 


dis 


The SCAMPERERS. 


To the Tune of, Packinton's Pound. 


ww theJoy ofall Hearts,6& defire of all Eyes, 
[n whomour chief Refuge andConfhidence lies, 
The Proteſtant Bulwark againſt all Deſpair, 
Has depriv'd us at once, of her ſelf and her Heir : 

That hopeful young Thing, 

Begot by a King, | 
And a Q. whole Perfettions o'er all the world ring. 
A Father whoſe Caurage no Mortal can dauat, 
And a Mother whoſe Virtue no Scandalcan taint, 

FH. 

When Feffryes refigns up the Purſe and the Mace, 
Whoſe impudent Arrogance gain'd himthe place, 
When, likeLucifer,thrown from the height of hispride, 
And the Knot of his Villanies ſtrangely uaty'd. 

From the Chancery Bawling, 

He turns a Tarpaulin ; 
Men ſtill catch at any thing when they are falling : 
But a plague of ill fortune, before he could fcoure, 
He was taken at Wapping, and ſent the Tower; 

LS. 

When Confeſſor Peres does yield up the Game, 
And proves to the worſt of Religion a ſhame ; 
When his cheating no more ore'our Reaſon prevails, 
But is blaſted like that of his true Prince of Wales : 


W hich 
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Which was his Contrivance, 
And our Wiſe King's Connivance, 
To eſtabliſh the Papiſts, and Proteſtants drive hence : 
But their Cobweb Conception is brought to theTeſt, 
And the coming of Qrangy! has quite ſpoil'd the Jeſt: 
I'V. | 


When Pet -—-— noted for all that is ill, 
Was urg'd by his Wife to the making his Will ; 
At the hearing which words he did ſtare, foam &roar, 
Then broke out in Curſing and calling her W hore. 
And for two hours at leaſt 
His Tongue never ceasd, 
He rail'd on Religion,and damn'd the poor Prieſt, 
And his Friends, who had hope to behold him expire, 
Are afraid by this Bout they ſhall lofe their dcfire. 
V 


Young S fam'd in this great Expedition, 

Not for going to War, but obtaining Commiſſion ; 

It's no Myſtery to me if his Courage did fail, 

W hen the greateſt of Monarchs humdelf did turn Tall: 
So that if he took Flight, | 
With his Betters by night, 

] am apt to believe the pert Spark was 'th' right ; 

For the Papiſts this Maxim do every where hold, 

To be forward in Boating, in Courage leſs Bold. 

VI. 
Nor ſhould B 


* , and A— throng, 


But each in due place have his Attributes ſung. 

Yet fince 'tis believ'd by the ſtrange turn of Times, 

They'll be call'd to account for their Treatonable* 
While the Damn'd Popiſh Plit, ( Crimes, 
Is not yet quite forgot, | 

For which the Lord S:—— went juſtly to Pot ; 


And 
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- And to their great comfort 1'll maxe it appear, 

They that gave them their Freedom, themlelves are 
; (not clear. 

VII. 

Wi. W — , that Friend to the Biſhops and Laws, 

As the Devil would haveit,eſpous'd the wrong Cauſe; 

Now loath'd by the Commons; and ſcorn'd by the 

His Patent for Honour, in pieces he tears, ( Peers, 

Both' our Britains are fool'd, 

Who the Laws over-rul'd, - 
And next Parliament each will be plaguily ſchool'd: 
Then try if your Cunning can find out a Flaw 
To preſerve you from 77 1 aw according to Law, 

VII]. | | 
Sir Edward Hale's Actions I ſhall not repeat, 
Till by Axe, or by Halter, his L.ife he compleat, 
Per's Hiſtory ſhall be related by Lobb, 
Who has venturd his Neck for a Snack in the Jobb, 

All their Prieſts and Confeſſors, 

With their Dumb 7[dol-Dreſſers, 

Shall meet that Reward which is due to Tranſgreſ- 
ſors, 

And no Papiſt henceforth ſhall theſe Kingdoms inhe? 
( it, 

ButORANGE ſhall reap the Fruit of his Merit, 
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The Miracle; How the Dutcheſs of Mo- 
dena (being in Heaven) prayed the 
B. Virgin that the -Queen might have 
a Son, and how our Lady ſent the An- 
gel Gabriel - with her Smock; upon 
which the Queen was with Child. 


To the Tuneof, O Youth,tbou handſ# better been ftaruv'd 
at Nurſe. In Bartholomew- Fair, 


_ ( rejoyce, 
OU Catholick States men and Church-men 
And Praiſe Heavens Goodneſs with Heart and 
( with Voice; 
None greater on Earth or in Heaven than ſhe, 
Some ſay ſhe's as good as the belt of the three. 
Her Miracles bold, 
Were Famous of Old, 
But a braver than this is was never yet told ; 

*T'is pity that every good Catholick living, {ving. 
Had not hcard ont before the laſt day of '1 hankfgi- 
I 1, 

In Lombardy- Land, great Modena's Dutcheſs (ches, 
Was ſnatch'd from her Empire by Death's cruel Clut- 
When to Heaven ſhe came ( for thither ſhe went } 

Fach Angc] received her with Joy and Content. 

On her knees ſhe fell down, 

Before the bright T hrone, 
And begg'd that Gods Mother would grant her one 
Boon ; GIVE 
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Give England a Son (at this Critical Point) 
To put little @range's "Oy of Joynt. 
I I. 

As ſoon as our Lady had heard her Petition, 
ToGabriel, the Angel,ſhe ſtraight have Commiſſion; 
She pluck'd off her Smock from her ſhoulders divine, 
And charg'd him to haſten to Eglands fair Queen. 

Go to the Royal Dame, 

To give her the ſame, 
And bid her for ever to praiſe my Great Name; 
For I, in her favour, will work ſuch a Wonder, 
Shall keep the moſt Infolent Hereticks under. 

I V. 

Tell Fames (my beſt Son) his part of the matter 
Muſt be with this, Only to cover my Daughter ; 
Let him put it upon her with's own Royal Hand ; 
Then let him go Travel to viſit the Land ; 

And the Spirit of Love, 

Shall come from above, 
Tho not as before, in form of a Dove ; 
Yet down he ſhall come in ſome likeneſs or other, 
(Perhaps like Count Dada)and make her a Mother. 

V 


The Meſſage with hearts full of Faith were receiv'd, 
And the next news we heard was Q. 2. conceiv'd; 
You great ones Converted, poor cheated Diflenters, 
Grave Judges, Lords, Biſhops,8& Commons, Conſen- 
You Commiſſioners all, ( ters 
Eccleſiaſtical, 
From M—— the Dutiful, to C-—-the Tall ; 
Pray Heaven to ftrengthen Her Majeſties Placket; 
For if this Trick fail, beware of your Jacket. 


The 
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DIALOGUE 


M. HY am I daily thus perlex'd ? 
Why beyond W omans patience vex'd ? 
Your Spurious [flue grow and thrive ; 
VVhile mine are dead cer well alive. 
If they ſurvive a-nine days wonder, 
Suſpicious Tongues aloud-do thunder ; 
And ſtreight accuſe my Chaſtity, 
For your damn Inſufficiency : 
You meet my Love with no defire, 
My Altar damps your feeble fire : 
Though I have infinite more Charms 
Than all you cer took to your Arms. 

The Prieſt at-th' Altar bows to me ; 
V Vhen [ appear he bends the Knee. 
His Eyes are on my Beauties fixt, 
His Pray'rs to Heav'n and Me are mixt ; 
Confuſedly he tells his Beads, 
Is out both when he Prays and Reads. 

| travelPd farther for your Love, 
Than Sheba's Queen, T1] fairly prove: 
She from the South, tis faid, did rome, 
And 1 as far from Eaf# did come. 
But here the difference does ariſe, 
Though equally we fought the Prize ; 
V Vhat that greatQueen defir'd ſhe gain'd, 
But I ſoon found your Treaſury drain'd, 
Your Veins corrupted in your Youth, 
"Tis ſad Experience tells this Truth: 
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Though I had caution long before 
'. Of that which I too late deplore. 

F. Pray, Madam, let me ſilence break, 
As I have you, now hear me ſpeak. 
Theſe Stories ſure muſt pleaſe you well, 
You're apt fo often them to tell. 

But, if you'll ſmooth your brow a while, 
And turn that Pout into a Smile, 

I doubt not, but to make't appear, 
That you the greatit Aggreſlor are. 

] took you with an empty Purſe, 
Which was to me no trivial Curſe, 

No Dowry could your Parents give ; 
They'd but a Competence to live, 
When you appear'd, ' your Charming Eyes 
( As you relate ) did me ſurprize 
With VVonder, not with -Admiration, 
Aſtoniſhment, but no Temptation : 
Nor did I ſee in all your Frame, 
Ought could create an amorous flame, 
Or raiſe the leaſt Deſire in me, 

Save only for Variety. 

I paid ſuch Service as was due, 
VVorthy my felf, and worthy you : 
Careſs'd you far above the rate 

Both of your Birth, and your Eſtate. 
VVhen ſoon I found: your haughty'mind 
VVas unto Sov Taignty inclin'd ; 

And firſt you practis'd over me 

The heavy Yoke of Tyranny, ' 
VVhile 1 your Property was made, 
And you, not I, was ftilbobey'd : 
Nor durlt | call my Soul my own, 
You manag'd me as if I'd none. 


1 took 


|. 1 tobk ſuch meaſures as you gave, 
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All day your Fool, all night your ſlave. 
Nor was Ambition bounded here, 
You till reſolv'd your courſe to ſteer : 
All that oppoſe you, you remove ; 
*Twas much you'd own the Powers above. 
Now ſeveral Stratagems you try, 
And I'm in all forc'd to comply : 
To Mother Church you take Recourſe, 
She tells you *tmuſt be. done by force; 
And you, impatient of delay, 
Contrive and execute the way, 
When mounted to the place you ſought; 
It no Contentment with it brought : 
One Tree within your Proſpect ftood 
Faireſt and talleſt of the Wood : 
W hich to your proſpect gave offence, 
And it muſt be remov'd from thence. 
In this you alſo are obey'd, 
While all the Fault on me is laid. 
Now you was quiet for a while, 
As flattering Weather ſeems to ſmile, 
Till buzzing Beetles of the Night 
Had found freſh matter for your ſpite, 
And ſet to work your buſje Brain, 
Which took Fire quickly from their Train; 
Some V Viſe, ſome Valiant, you remove, 
'Cauſe they your Maxims don't approve ; 
And in in their ſtead ſuch Creatures place 
VVhich to th' Employments bring diſgrace; 
While whatſve'r you do I own, 
And ſtill the dirt on me is thrown. 
Straight new Chimear's fill your Brain, 
The humming Beetles buz 2000 : 
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- A Goal-Delivery now muſt be, 
All tender Conſciences ſet free ; 
Not out of Zeal, but pure Deſign 
To make Ditſenters with us joyn, 
To pull down Telt and Penal Laws, 
The-Bulwark of the Hereticks Caule. 
/ The ſly Diſſenters laugh the while, 
F They ſee where lurks the Serpents guile ; 
4 And rather than with us comply, 
Will on our Enemies rely. 
The Chieftains of the Proteſtant Cauſe, 
We did confine, though *gainit the Laws : 
But ſoon was glad to ſet 'em free, 
Fearing the giddy Mobile. , 
Now all is turning upſide down, 4 
Loud Murmuring's in every Town ; 
We've Foes abroad, and Foes at home, 
Armies and Fleets againſt us come : 
The Proteſtants do laugh the while, 
And the Diſlenters ſheer and ſmile ; 
But no aſliſtance either ſends ; 
They'reneither Enemies nor Friends, 
Now pray conclude what mult be done, 
Conſult your Oracle of ROME, 4 
For next fair Wind be ſure they come. 4 


—_ A 
The Propheſie, 


| Hen theK. leaves of 5-- Iy,Grholds tothe Queen 
And B-- wick has fought as many Eattles as 
ThenC/--ford ſhalllook like aLals of fifteen,ſhe'sſcen, 
And Popery out of this Nation ſhall run. 

W hen 
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\4' When M -- ſhall leave off his Luſt and his Pride,, 
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And C—wall his Pimp, which none but his breed, 
Then M Letchery ſhall be deny'd. 
And Popery, &C. 
When B -- Iy the Cynick leaves being Satyrick, 
And of his Wifes Verrue writes a large Panegyrick, 
Then his Manners ſhall fight for his good Natures 
And Popery, &&c, (Merit, 
When R — gives up his 12 s. ith? Pound, 
And the Army does B —-- Generoſity ſound, 
Then D— refuſing of Bribes ſhall be found ; 
And Popery, SOC. 
” When G— his Conſcience ſhall fly in's face, 
Andrather thanVote 'gainſt the the TeſtJeav's place, 


| And S— likewiſe ſhall have no more Grace; 


And Popery, &c. 
When C— and D — for Religion dye Martyrs, 
And C — rcfuſes to be Knight of the Garter. 
Then the Country no longer ſhall the Dragoons 
And Popery, &c. (Quarter; 
When the K. from the Word he hath given does 
( (werve, 
And the Judges the Oath they have taken obſerve, 
Or for breaking have but what they deſerve ; 
And Popery, GC. 
When Archbiſhop of Tyk we ſee Dr. Ken, 
And Compton made Biſhop of Zondon agen, 
And Herbert Rule, as before, on the Main ; 
And Popery, GC. 
When N-- folk grows Rich,and P--is grows poor, 
When N— 1s humble S—cer demure, 
When the Town can love one, & the otherendure ; 
And Popery, &C. 
B 3 When 
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When T-——7's turn'd out, and an Ormond put in, 
When the Groom of the Stool thinks declaring a Sin, 
Then Oxford ſhall have his Regiment agen ; 

| And Popery, &c. 

When the P— of Denmark leaves W— direCtion, 
And isſutifred to bring what ſhe breeds toperfetion, 
And a Parliament's call'd by a legal Election , 

| And Popery, SC, 

WhenFe--hamsCondutt aSouldier ſhall prove him, 

And the Chancellour beggs that the King would 
(remove him, 

Oh,then we ſhall ſee how the People will love him; 
And Popery, GC. 

When Petres and P—— Council ſhall fail, 

And if what the Q. goes with ſhou'd prove a Female, 
Lord : How wou'd the Romiſh Religion prevail, 
That out of this Nation it might not turn. 


— 
—_ 


An Excellent new Ballad, call'd, the 

' Printeof Darkneſs; ſhewing how three 
Nations may, be ſet on Fire by a 
Warming-Pan, 


' A S1 went by St. Fames's I heard a Bird (ing, 
Of certain, the Q. has a Boy in the Spring, 
But one of the Chair-men did laugh and did fay, 
It was bornoverNight,o& brought forth the next « ay; 
This Bantling was heard at St, Fames's to ſquaul, ' 
Whichmadethe Q.make ſo much haſte fromWhite-H. 
Peace, Peace, little Malter, and hold up thy head, 
Here's Money bid for thee, the truc Mothe= aid ; 
| pill 
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\ |' But no body knows from whar Pariſh it came, . 
{| | And that is the reaſon ithas not a Name. 

Good Catholicks all were afraid it was dying, 

There was ſuch abundance of ſighing and crying ; 
VVhich isa good Token by which we may ſwear, 

It is the Q—-s own,and the Kingdoms right Heir. 
Now if we ſhould happen to have a true Lad, 
From the Loins of ſo wholſom a Mother and Dad, 

*T were hardtodetermine whichBlood were the beſt, 
That of Southask, or the Baſtard of EFF; 

But now we bave caulc for Thanſgiving indeed, 
"There was no other way for mending the Breed. 


A New $S 0 N G. 


— — 


To the Tune of, Lilli-burlero. 


UR Hiſtory reckons ſome Kings of great fame, 
Ninny Mack Nero, femmy Tranſub, 
But none befdre this who deſerved the Name 
Of Femmy Mack Nero, Femmy Tran(ub |, 
| Nero, Nero, Nero, Nero, Ninny Mack Nero, GC, 
Nero, Nero, Nero, Nero, Ninny Mack Nero, GC, 
[1 


He pick'd up a parcel of Fools and Knaves, 

: Ninny Mack,  &tC. 

And make them all Judges to make us all Slaves, 
/  Ninuy Mack, &c. | | 
Nero, Nero, Gec. | 

Nero, Nero, GC, 

Ih 


1-9 And General Scomberg fierce as a Bear, 
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Then for the Church he ſolemaly ſwore, 
Ninny Mack, &c. 
He took as much care as his Brother before, 
Ninny Mack, GC. 
Nero, Nero, &c, 
Nero, Nero, &c, 


I V, 
To D —- the dapper, and C-—. the tall, 
| Nimny Mack, cc. | 1 
He added Tom, W— and Timothy H 
Ninn Mack, Gc. 
Nero, Nero, &c. 
Nero, Nero; &c.: 


| V. 
Yet for all this: the Heretick Clowns 
' Ninny Mack &c. : 
Have ſet out a Fleet to ride jn the Down; 
Ninny Mack, Grc; 
Nero, Nero, &c. 
Nero, Nero, &C. 
W L 


Ninny Mack, &cC. 
Is coming a Board, let him come if he dare, 
'. Ninny Mack, &c. 
Nero Nero, GC. 
Nero, Nero, &C. 
V 11: 
For now our brave K=——has fitted his Arms 
Nemny Mack, Gc. 
And all our Dear Foys are Linding in Swarms, , 
Ninny Mack, GC. 
Nero, Nero, &c, 
Nero, Nero, &c, | VIII 
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VIII, 
VVhat though the Dutch are ſo Impudent grown, 
Ninny Mack, GC. 
To ſwear theK— 8s Son is none of his own. 
Ninny Mack, GC, 
Nero, Nero, Gec. 
Nero, Nero, &c. 
I X. 
VVhat need they make ſuch a deal ado, 
Ninny Mack, &C. | 
Is not our K— a Ch-—4g too, 
Ninny Mack, Gtc. 
Nero, Nero, GtC. 
Nero, Nero, &C. 
X. 
As long as he bought him with his French Pence, 
Ninny Mack, &C, 
For matter of getting the Pope will Diſpence, 
Ninny Mack, GC. 
Nero, Nero, GC. 
Nero, Nero, GC, 


A New SONG. 
To the Tune of, Lu/la by Baby. 


N Rome there is a moſt fearful Rout, 
L And what do you think it is about, 
Becauſe the Birth of the Babe's come out : 

Srng lulla by Babee, by, by, by. 
The jeſuits ſwear the Midwife told tales, 

And ruin'd His Highneſs the Prince of Wales; 
She's a Jade for her pains, Cutſplutter-anails : 
Sing lulla, QC. : The 


K \ 
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” "The Popiſh Crew did all proteſt, | 
That twenty great men would ſwear at leaſt, 
They'ſechis Welſh Highneſs creep out of his Neſt ; 
Smg lulla, GC. 
The Goggle-ey'd Monſter in the Tower, 
He peep at his Birth for above an hour, 
And 'twas a true Prince of Fales he ſwore : F 
Sing lulla, &C. | 
Another great Lord, both Grave and VViſe, 
Y Stood, peeping between Her Majeſties Thighs ; 
3s He look'd through a Glaſs for to ſave his Eyes : 
5 '* Sing lulla, &C. 
Both were ſo well ſatisfy'd, (cryd ; 
They knew the ſweet Babe from a thouſand they 
*T was Born with the Print of a Tile on his Side : 
Sing lulla, &c. 4, 
Some ſay *tis' a Princeof Wales by Right, 
And thulſe that deny it tis out of Spight; 
But God ſend the Mother came honeſtly by't : 
Sing lulls, Gtc. __ 
Some Prieſt, they ſay, crept nigh her Honout, | 
And ſpinkled ſome good Holy V Vater upon her : 
V Vhich made her conceive of what hasundone her. 
Sing lulla, &C. | 
The Yapiltsthought themſelves greatly bleſt, 
Before the young Babe was brought to the Tett ; 
? = But now-they call Peters a Fool of a Prieſt : 
E Sing lulla, &c. 
88 The Frieſtsia order to fly to the Pope, 
Are got on Board on the Foreign Hope, 
For all that ſtay here will be ſure of a Rope : 
Sing lulla by Bahee, by, by, by. 
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